mi^m 


^^i^ 


i4r  p';.^' 


M 


'jUi. 


a  I  B  RA  RY 

OF   THE 
UN  IVER5ITY 
or    ILLI  NOIS 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

University  of  Illinois  Urbana-Champaign 


http://www.archive.org/details/blindlove02coll 


BLIND     LOVE 


VOL,  II. 


HEW  HOVELS  AT  ALL  LIBRARIES. 


THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S.    By  Walter  Besant. 

3  vols. 

FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.    By  Austin  Clare-. 


FETTERED    FOR    LIFE.      By   Frank    Barrett. 

3  vols. 

PASSION'S    SLAVE.      By   Richard    Ashe    King. 

3  vols. 

A     YANKEE     AT     THE      COURT      OF     KING 
ARTHUR.     By  Mark  Twain,     i  vol; 

THE    DEAD    MAN'S    SECRET  ;    or,  the  Valley  of 
Gold.     By  J.  E.  MuDDOCK.     i  vol. 

THE    ROMANCE    OF  JENNY    HARLOWE.      By 
W.  Clark  Russell,     i  vol. 

London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Piccadilly,  W. 


If 

WM'n 


IPI'^i 


'  Does  that  jncan,  Xo  ?'  I^Ir.  Henley  called  after  hint. 


B  L  I  N  D      L  O  V  E 


BY 


WILKIE    COLLINS 


WITH   A    PREFACE   BV   WALTER    BESANT   AND 
ILLUSTRATIONS    BV  A.  EQ  RES  TIER 

IN    THREE    VOLUMES 
VOL.   11. 


bonbon 

CHATTO    &    WINDUS,    PICCADILLY 

1890 


The  IllustratioJts  to  this  Story  arc  reproduced  from 
*  The  Illustrated  London  News,''  by  kind  permission  op 
the  Proprietors  of  that  Journal  - 


CONTENTS 

OF 

THE    SECOND    VOLUME 


SECOND   PERIOD— contiimed 

CHAPTER  PAGE 

XVII.   ON   HAMPSTEAD    HEATH 1 

XVIII.  PROFESSIONAL   ASSISTANCE         .            .            .            .      .        15 

XIX.  MR.    HENLEY   AT   HOME            .            .            .            .            .29 

XX.   FIRST    SUSPICIONS    OF   IRIS 40 

XXI.    THE    PARTING   SCENE 48 

XXII.    THE   FATAL   WORD 61 

THIRD  PERIOD 

XXIII.   NEWS   OF   IRIS 75 

XXIV.    LORD   HARRY'S   HONEYMOON 84 

XXV.    THE    DOCTOR   IN   DIFFICULTIES      .  .  .  .95 

XXVI.    LONDON   AND    PARIS  .  .  .  .      .       110 

XXVII.    THE    BRIDE    AT    HOME 120 


vi  BLIND  LOVE 

CHAPTER  PAGE 

XXVIII.  THE    MAID    AND    THE    KEYHOLE  .  .  .      .      133 

XXIX.  THE    CONQUEST    OF    MR.    VIMPANY  .  .  .143 

XXX.  SAXON   AND    CELT     ....  .      .       152 

XXXI.  THE    SCHOOL   FOR   HUSBANDS  .  .  .  .163 

XXXII.  GOOD-BYE    TO    IRIS. 172 

XXXIII.  THE    DECREE    OF   FATE 186 

XXXIV.  MY    LORD'S    MIND 199 

XXXV.  MY    lady's    MIND 211 

XXXVI.  THE    DOCTOR   MEANS   MISCHIEF  .  .  .      .      227 

XXXVII.  THE   FIRST    QUARREL 238 

XXXVIII.  ICI   EN   PARLE    FRAN9AIS 248 

XXXIX.  THE    MYSTERY   OF   THE    HOSPITAL  .  .  .266 

XL.  DIRE    NECESSITY 276 

XLI.  THE    MAN    IS    FOUND      .  .  .      "      .  .  .284 


ILLUSTRATIONS 

TO   VOL.   II 

'does      that      mean     no?'      MR.     HENLEY     CALLED     AFTER 

HIM .Frontispiece 

SHE    BURST    INTO    A    PASSIONATE    FIT    OF    WEEPING,    BROKEN 
DOWN     AT     LAST     UNDER     THE     TERRIBLE     STRAIN     LAID 

ON  HER To  face  imgc  132 


BLIND     LOVE 

CHAPTER  XYII 

ox   IfAArPSTEAD    HEATH 

iRIS  had  only  to  remember  the 
manner  in  which  she  and  Mount- 
joy  had  disappointed  her  father, 
to  perceive  the  serious  necessity  of  preventing 
Mountjoy's  rival  from  paying  a  visit  at  Mr. 
Henley's  house. 

She  wrote  at  once  to  Lord  Harry,  at  the 
hotel  which  Mr.  Yimpany  had  mentioned, 
entreating  him  not  to  think  of  calling  on  her. 
Being  well  aware  that  he  would  insist  on  a 
meeting,  she  engaged  to  write  again  and 
propose    an    appointment.     In   making   this 
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concession,  Iris  miglit  liave  found  it  easier  to 
persuade  herself  that  she  was  yielding  to 
sheer  necessity,  if  she  had  not  been  guiltily 
conscious  of  a  feeling  of  pleasure  at  the  pros- 
pect of  seeing  Lord  Harry  again,  returning 
to  her  an  innocent  man.  There  was  some 
influence,  in  this  train  of  thought,  which  led 
lier  mind  back  to  Hugh.  She  regretted  liis 
absence — wondered  whether  he  Avould  have 
proposed  throwing  her  letter  to  the  Irish  lord 
into  the  fire — sighed,  closed  the  envelope,  and 
sent  the  letter  to  the  post. 

On  the  next  day  she  had  arranged  to 
drive  to  Muswell  Hill,  and  to  pay  the  cus- 
tomary visit  to  Ehoda.  Heavy  rain  obliged 
her  to  wait  for  a  fitter  opportunity.  It  was 
only  on  the  third  day  that  the  sky  cleared 
and  the  weather  was  favourable  again.  On  a 
sunshiny  autumn  morning,  with  a  fine  keen 
air  blowing,  she  ordered  tlie  open  carriage. 
Noticing,  while  Fanny  Mere  was  helping  her 
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to  dress,  that  the  girl  looked  even  paler  than 
usual,  she  said,  with  her  customary  kindness  to 
persons  dependent  on  her,  '  You  look  as  if  a 
drive  in  the  fresh  air  would  do  you  good — 
you  shall  go  with  me  to  the  farm,  and  see 
Ehoda  Bennet.' 

When  they  stopped  at  the  house  tlie 
farmer's  wife  appeared,  attending  a  gentleman 
to  the  door.  Iris  at  once  recognised  the  local 
medical  man.  '  You're  not  in  attendance,  I 
hope,  on  Ehoda  Bennet  ?  '  she  said. 

The  doctor  acknowledged  that  there  liad 
been  some  return  of  the  nervous  derangement 
from  wdiicli  the  girl  suffered.  He  depended 
mainl}^  (lie  said)  on  the  weather  allowing  her 
to  be  out  as  mucli  as  possible  in  the  fresh  aii\ 
and  on  keeping  her  free  from  all  agitation. 
Ehoda  was  so  far  on  the  way  to  recovery,  that 
she  was  now  walking  in  tlie  garden  by  his 
advice.  He  liad  no  fear  of  her,  provided  she 
was  not  too  readily  encouraged,  in  Iier  present 


4  BLIND  LOVE 

state,  to  receive  visitors.  Her  mistress  would 
be,  of  course,  an  exception  to  this  rule.  But 
even  Miss  Henley  would  perhaps  do  well  not 
to  excite  the  girl  by  prolonging  her  visit. 
There  was  one  other  suggestion  which  he 
would  venture  to  make,  wliile  he  had  the 
opportunity.  Ehoda  was  not,  as  he  thought, 
warmly  enough  clothed  for  the  time  of  year ; 
and  a  bad  cold  might  be  easily  caught  by  a 
person  in  her  condition. 

Iris  entered  the  farm-house  ;  leaving  Fanny 
Mere,  after  what  the  doctor  had  said  on  tlie 
subject  of  visitors,  to  wait  for  her  in  the 
carriage. 

After  an  absence  of  barely  ten  minutes 
Miss  Henley  returned ;  personally  changed, 
not  at  all  to  her  own  advantage,  by  the  intro- 
duction of  a  novelty  in  her  dress.  She  had 
gone  into  the  farm-house,  wearing  a  handsome 
mantle  of  sealskin.  When  she  came  out  again, 
the  mantle  had  vanished,  and  there  appeared 
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in  its  place  a  common  cloak  of  drab-coloured 
cloth.  Noticing  the  expression  of  blank 
amazement  in  the  maid's  face.  Iris  burst  out 
laughing. 

'  How  do  you  think  I  look  in  my  new 
cloak  ?  '  she  asked. 

Fanny  saw  nothing  to  laugh  at  in  the 
sacrifice  of  a  sealskin  mantle.  '  I  must  not 
presume,  Miss,  to  give  an  opinion,'  she  said 
gravely. 

'  At  any  rate,'  Iris  continued,  '  you  must 
be  more  than  mortal  if  my  change  of  costume 
doesn't  excite  your  curiosity.  I  found  Elioda 
Bennet  in  the  garden,  exposed  to  the  cold 
wind  in  this  ugly  flimsy  thing.  After  what 
the  doctor  had  told  me,  it  was  high  time  to 
assert  my  authority.  I  insisted  on  changing 
cloaks  with  Ehoda.  She  made  an  attempt, 
poor  dear,  to  resist ;  but  she  knows  me  of  old 
— and  I  had  my  way.  I  am  sorry  you  have 
been  prevented  from  seeing  her  ;  you   shall 
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not  miss  the  opportunity  when  she  is  well 
again.  Do  you  admire  a  fine  view  ?  Very 
well  ;  we  will  vary  the  drive  on  our  return. 
Go  back,'  she  said  to  the  coachman,  '  by  High- 
gate  and  Hampstead.' 

Fanny's  eyes  rested  on  the  shabby  cloak 
with  a  well-founded  distrust  of  it  as  a  protec- 
tion against  the  autumn  weather.  She  ven- 
tured to  suggest  that  her  mistress  might  feel  the 
loss  (in  an  open  carriage)  of  the  warm  mantle 
which  she  had  left  on  Rhoda's  shoulders. 

Iris  made  light  of  the  doubt  expressed  by 
her  maid.  But  by  the  time  they  had  passed 
Highgate,  and  had  approached  the  beginning 
of  tlie  straight  road  which  crosses  the  high 
ridge  of  Hampstead  Heath,  she  was  obliged 
to  acknowledge  that  she  did  indeed  feel  the 
cold.  '  You  ought  to  be  a  good  walker/  she 
said,  looking  at  her  maid's  firm  well-knit 
figure.  '  Exercise  is  all  I  want  to  warm  me. 
What  do  you  say  to  going  home  on  foot  ?  ' 
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Fanny  was  ready  and  willing  to  accompany 
her  mistress.  The  carriage  was  dismissed, 
and  they  set  forth  on  their  walk. 

As  they  passed  the  inn  called  '  The  Spani- 
ards,' two  women  who  were  standing  at  the 
garden  gate  stared  at  Iris,  and  smiled.  A  few 
paces  further  on  they  were  met  by  an  errand- 
boy.  He  too  looked  at  the  young  lady,  and 
put  his  hand  derisively  to  his  head,  with  a 
shrill  whistle  expressive  of  malicious  enjoy- 
ment. '  I  appear  to  amuse  these  people,' 
Iris  said.     '  What  do  they  see  in  me  ?  ' 

Fanny  answered  with  an  eflbrt  to  preserve 
her  gravity,  which  was  not  quite  successfully 
disguised  :  '  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  ;  I  think 
they  notice  the  curious  contrast  between  your 
beautiful  bonnet  and  your  shabby  cloak.' 

Persons  of  excitable  temperament  have  a 
sense  of  ridicule,  and  a  dread  of  it,  unintel- 
ligible to  their  fellow- creatures  who  are  made 
of  coarser  material.     For    tlie    moment,  Iris 
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was  angry.  '  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  of  it,' 
she  asked  sliarply,  '  before  I  sent  away  the 
carriage  ?  How  can  I  walk  back,  with  every- 
body laughing  at  me  ? ' 

She  paused — reflected  a  little — and  led 
the  way  off  the  high  road,  on  the  right,  to 
the  fine  clump  of  fir  trees  which  commands 
the  famous  view  in  that  part  of  the  Heath. 

'There's  but  one  thing  to  be  done,'  she 
said,  recovering  her  good  temper ;  '  we  must 
make  my  grand  bonnet  suit  itself  to  my 
miserable  cloak.  You  will  pull  out  the 
feather  and  rip  ofi'  the  lace  (and  keep  them 
for  yourself,  if  you  like),  and  then  I  ought  to 
look  shabby  enough  from  head  to  foot,  I  am 
sure  !  No  ;  not  here  ;  they  may  notice  us 
from  the  road — and  what  may  the  fools  not 
do  when  they  see  you  tearing  the  ornaments 
off  my  bonnet !  Come  down  below  the  trees 
where  the  ground  will  liide  us.' 

They  liad  nearly  descended  tlie  steep  slope 
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which  leads  to  the  valley,  below  the  clump  of 
firs,  when  they  were  stopped  by  a  terrible 
discovery. 

Close  at  their  feet,  in  a  hollow  of  the 
ground,  was  stretched  the  insensible  body  of 
a  man.  He  lay,  on  his  side,  with  his  face 
turned  away  from  them.  An  open  razor  had 
dropped  close  by  him.  Iris  stooped  over  the 
prostrate  man,  to  examine  his  face.  Blood 
flowing  from  a  frightful  wound  in  his  throat 
was  the  first  thing  that  she  saw.  Her  eyes 
closed  instinctively,  recoihng  from  that  ghastly 
sight.  The  next  instant  she  opened  them 
again,  and  saw  his  face. 

Dying,  or  dead,  it  was  the  face  of  Lord 
Harry. 

The  shriek  that  burst  from  her,  on  makincp 
that  horrible  discovery,  was  heard  by  two 
men  who  were  crossing  the  Lower  Heath  at 
some  distance.  They  saw  tlie  women  and 
ran  to  them.    One  of  the  men  was  a  labourer  : 
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the  other,  better  dressed,  looked  hke  a  fore- 
man of  works.  He  was  the  first  who  arrived 
on  the  spot. 

'  Enougli  to  frighten  you  out  of  your 
senses,  ladies,'  he  said  civilly.  '  It's  a  case  of 
suicide,  I  should  say,  by  the  look  of  it.' 

'  For  God's  sake,  let  us  do  something  to 
help  him  !  '  Iris  burst  out.  '  I  know  him  ;  I 
know  him ! ' 

Fanny,  equal  to  the  emergency,  asked  Miss 
Henley  for  her  handkerchief,  joined  her  own 
handkerchief  to  it,  and  began  to  bandage  the 
wound.  '  Try  if  his  pulse  is  beating,'  she 
said  quietly  to  her  mistress.  The  foreman 
made  himself  useful  by  examining  the  suicide's 
pockets.  Iris  thought  she  could  detect  a 
faint  fluttering  in  the  pulse.  'Is  there  no 
doctor  living  near  ?  '  she  cried.  '  Is  thei'e  no 
carriage  to  be  found  in  this  horrible  place?  ' 

The  foreman  liad  discovered  two  letters. 
Iris  read  her  own  name  on  one  of  them.     The 
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Other  was  addressed  '  To  the  person  who  may 
find  my  body.'  She  tore  the  envelope  open. 
It  contained  one  of  Mr.  Vimpany's  cards,  with 
tliese  desperate  words  written  on  it  in  pencil : 
'  Take  me  to  the  doctor's  address,  and  let  him 
biiry  me  or  dissect  me,  whichever  he  pleases.' 
Iris  showed  the  card  to  the  foreman.  '  Is  it 
near  here  ?  '  she  asked.  '  Yes,  Miss  ;  we  might 
get  him  to  that  place  in  no  time,  if  there  was 
a  conveyance  of  any  kind  to  be  found.'  Still 
preserving  her  presence  of  mind,  Fanny 
pointed  in  the  direction  of '  The  Spaniards '  inn, 
'  We  might  get  what  we  want  there,'  she  said. 
'  Shall  I  go  ? ' 

Iris  signed  to  her  to  attend  to  the  wounded 
man,  and  ascended  the  sloping  ground.  She 
ran  on  towards  the  road.  The  men,  directed 
by  Fanny,  raised  the  body  and  slowly  followed 
her,  diverging  to  an  easier  ascent.  As  Iris 
reached  the  road  a  four-wheel  cab  passed  her. 
Without  an  instant's  hesitation  slie  called  to 
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the  driver  to  stop.  He  pulled  up  his  horse. 
She  confronted  a  solitary  gentleman,  staring 
out  of  the  window  of  the  cab,  and  looking 
as  if  he  thought  that  a  lady  had  taken  a 
liberty  with  him.  Iris  allowed  the  outraged 
stranger  no  opportunity  of  expressing  his 
sentiments.  Breathless  as  she  was,  she  spoke 
first. 

'  Pray  forgive  me — you  are  alone  in  the 
cab — there  is  room  for  a  gentleman,  danger- 
ously wounded — he  will  bleed  to  death  if  we 
don't  find  help  for  him — the  place  is  close  by 
— oh,  don't  refuse  me !  '  She  looked  back 
holding  fast  by  the  cab  door,  and  saw  Fanny 
and  the  men  slowly  approaching.  '  Bring  him 
here  I '  she  cried. 

'  Do  nothing  of  the  sort ! '  shouted  the 
gentleman  in  possession  of  the  cab. 

But  Fanny  obeyed  her  mistress  ;  and  the 
men  obeyed  Fanny.  Iris  turned  indignantly 
to  the  merciless  stranger.     '  I  ask  you  to  do 
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an  act  of  Christian  kindness,'  she  said.     '  How 
can  you,  how  dare  you,  hesitate  ?  ' 

'  Drive  on  ! '  cried  tlie  stranger. 

'  Drive  on,  at  your  peril,'  Iris  added,  on 
her  side. 

The  cabman  sat,  silent  and  stolid,  on  tlie 
box,  waiting  for  events. 

Slowly  the  men  came  in  view,  bearing 
Lord  Harry,  still  insensible.  The  handker- 
chiefs on  his  throat  were  saturated  with  blood. 
At  that  sight  the  cowardly  instincts  of  the 
stranger  completely  mastered  him.  '  Let  me 
out ! '  he  clamoured  ;  '  let  me  out  ! ' 

Finding  the  cab  left  at  her  disposal.  Iris 
actually  thanked  him  !  He  looked  at  her 
with  an  evil  eye.  '  I  have  my  suspicions,  I  can 
tell  you,'  he  muttered.  '  If  this  comes  to  a 
trial  in  a  court  of  law,  Tm  not  going  to  be 
mixed  up  with  it.  Innocent  people  have  been 
hanged  before  now,  when  appearances  were 
a2^ainst  them.' 
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He  walked  off,  and,  by  way  of  completing 
the  revelation  of  his  own  meanness,  forgot  to 
pay  his  fare. 

On  the  point  of  starting  the  horse  to  pur- 
sue him,  tlie  cabman  was  effectually  stopped. 
Iris  showed  him  a  sovereign.  Upon  this  hint 
(like  Othello)  he  spoke. 

'  All  right,  Miss.  I  see  your  poor  gentle- 
man is  a-bleedimy.  Youll  take  care — -won't 
you  ? — that  he  doesn't  spoil  my  cushions.' 
The  driver  was  not  an  ill-conditioned  man  ; 
he  put  the  case  of  his  property  indulgently, 
with  a  persuasive  smile.  Iris  turned  to  the 
two  worthy  fellows,  who  had  so  readily  given 
her  their  hel}),  and  bade  them  good-bye,  with 
a  solid  expression  of  her  gratitude  which  they 
both  remembered  for  many  a  long  day  to 
come.  Fanny  was  already  in  the  cab  sup- 
porting Lord  Harry's  body.  Iris  joined  her. 
The  cabman  drove  carefully  to  Mr.  Yimpany's 
new  house. 
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CHAPTER  XYIII 

PROFESSIONAL   ASSISTANCE 

NUMBER    Five 
was  near  the 
^^^''^'''  centre  of  the 

row  of  little  sub- 
urban       houses, 
called    Red- 
burn  Road. 
When    the 
cab     drew 
up    at    the 
door      Mr. 
Vim  pany 
himself 
was  visible, 
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looking  out  of  the  window  on  tlie  ground 
floor — and  yawning  as  he  looked.  Iris  beck- 
oned to  him  impatiently.  *  Anything  wrong  P  ' 
he  asked,  as  lie  approached  the  door  of  the 
cab.  She  drew  back,  and  silently  showed 
him  what  was  wrong.  The  doctor  received 
the  shock  with  composure.  When  he  hap- 
pened to  be  sober  and  sad,  looking  for  patients 
and  failing  to  hnd  them,  Mr.  Yimpany's  capa- 
city for  feeling  sympathy  began  and  ended 
with  liimself. 

'  This  is  a  new  scrape,  even  for  Lord 
Harry,'  lie  remarked.  '  Let's  get  him  into  tlie 
house.' 

Tlie  insensible  man  was  carried  into  the 
nearest  room  on  the  ground  floor.  Pale  and 
trembling.  Iris  related  what  had  happened, 
and  asked  if  there  was  no  hope  of  saving  him. 

'  Patience  ! '  Mr.  Yimpany  answered  ;  '  I'll 
tell  you  directly.' 

He  removed  tlie  bandages,  and  examined 
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the  wound.  '  There's  been  a  deal  of  blood  lost,' 
he  said;  'I'll  try  and  pull  him  through. 
While  I  am  about  it,  Miss,  go  upstairs,  if  you 
please,  and  find  your  way  to  the  drawing- 
room.'  Iris  hesitated.  The  doctor  opened  a 
neat  mahogany  box.  '  The  tools  of  my  trade,' 
he  continued ;  '  I'm  going  to  sew  up  his  lord- 
ship's throat.'  Shuddering  as  she  heard  those 
words.  Iris  hurried  out  of  the  room.  Fanny 
followed  her  mistress  up  the  stairs.  In  her 
own  very  different  way,  the  maid  was  as  im- 
penetrably composed  as  Mr.  Vimpany  himself. 
'  There  was  a  second  letter  found  in  the 
gentleman's  pocket.  Miss,'  she  said.  '  Will  you 
excuse  my  reminding  you  that  you  liave  not 
read  it  yet.' 

Iris  read  the  lines  that  follow : 

'  Forgive  me,  my  dear,  fur  tlic  last  time. 
My  letter  is  to  say  that  I  shall  trouble  you  no 
more  in  this  world — and,  as  for  the  other 
world,  who  knows?     1  brought  some  money 
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back  with  me  from  tlie  gold-fields.  It  was 
not  enough  to  be  called  a  fortune — I  mean  the 
sort  of  fortune  wliich  might  persuade  your 
father  to  let  you  marry  me.  Well!  Iiere  in 
England  I  had  an  opportunity  of  making  ten 
times  more  of  it  on  the  turf;  and,  let  me  add, 
with  private  information  of  the  liorses  whicli 
I  might  certainly  count  on  to  win.  I  don't 
stop  to  ask  by  what  cruel  roguery  I  was 
tempted  to  my  ruin.  My  money  is  lost ;  and, 
with  it,  my  last  hope  of  a  happy  and  harmless 
life  with  you  comes  to  an  end.  I  die,  Iris 
dear,  with  the  death  of  that  hope.  Something 
in  me  seems  to  shrink  from  suicide  in  the  ugly 
gloom  of  great  overgrown  London.  I  prefer 
to  make  away  with  myself  among  the  fields, 
where  the  green  will  remind  me  of  dear  old 
Ireland.  When  you  think  of  me  sometimes, 
say  to  yourself  the  poor  wretcli  loved  mc — 
and  perhaps  the  earth  will  lie  lighter  on  Harry 
for  those  kind  words,  and  the  flowers  (if  you 
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favour  me  by  planting  a  feAv)  may  grow  prettier 
on  my  grave.' 

There  it  ended. 

The  heart  of  Iris  sank  as  she  read  that 
melancholy  farewell,  expressed  in  language  at 
once  wild  and  childish.  If  he  survived  his 
desperate  attempt  at  self-destruction,  to  what 
end  would  it  lead  ?  In  silence,  the  woman 
who  loved  him  put  his  letter  back  in  her 
bosom.  Watching  her  attentively — affected, 
it  was  impossible  to  say  how,  by  that  mute 
distress — Fanny  Mere  proposed  to  go  down- 
stairs, and  ask  once  more  what  hope  there 
might  be  for  the  wounded  man.  Iris  knew  the 
doctor  too  well  to  let  the  maid  leave  her  on  a 
useless  errand. 

'  Some  men  might  be  kindly  ready  to  relieve 
my  suspense,'  she  said  ;  '  tlie  man  downstairs 
is  not  one  of  them.  I  must  wait  till  he  comes 
to  me,  or  sends  for  me.  But  there  is  some- 
thing I  wish  to  say  to  you,  while  we  arc  alone. 


20  BLIND  LOVE 

You  have  been  but  a  short  time  in  my  service, 
Fanny.  Is  it  too  soon  to  ask  if  you  feel  some 
interest  in  me  ? ' 

'  If  I  can  comfort  you  or  help  you,  Miss, 
be  pleased  to  tell  me  how.'  She  made  that 
reply  respectfully,  in  her  usual  quiet  manner ; 
her  pale  cheeks  showing  no  change  of  colour, 
her  faint  blue  eyes  resting  steadily  on  her  mis- 
tress's face.     Iris  went  on  : 

'If  I  ask  you  to  keep  what  has  happened, 
on  this  dreadful  day,  a  secret  from  everybody, 
may  I  trust  you — httle  as  you  know  of  me — 
as  I  might  have  trusted  Ehoda  Bennet  ?  ' 

'I  promise  it.  Miss.'  In  saying  those  few 
words,  the  undemonstrative  woman  seemed  to 
think  that  she  had  said  enough. 

Iris  had  no  alternative  but  to  ask  another 
favour. 

'  And  whatever  curiosity  you  may  feel,  will 
you  be  content  to  do  me  a  kindness — without 
wanting  an  explanation  ? ' 
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'It  is  my  duty  to  respect  my  mistress's 
secrets ;  I  will  do  my  duty.'  No  sentiment, 
no  ofier  of  respectful  sympathy ;  a  positive 
declaration  of  fidelity,  left  impenetrably  to 
speak  for  itself.  Was  the  girl's  heart  hardened 
by  the  disaster  which  had  darkened  her  life  ? 
Or  was  she  the  submissive  victim  of  that  in- 
bred reserve  which  shrinks  from  the  frank 
expression  of  feeling,  and  lives  and  dies  self- 
imprisoned  in  its  own  secrecy?  A  third  ex- 
planation, founded  probably  on  a  steadier  basis, 
was  suggested  by  Miss  Henley's  remembrance 
of  their  first  interview.  Fanny's  nature  had 
revealed  a  sensitive  side,  when  she  was  first 
encouraged  to  hope  for  a  refuge  from  ruin 
followed  perhaps  by  starvation  and  death. 
Judging  so  far  from  experience,  a  sound  con- 
clusion seemed  to  follow.  When  circum- 
stances strongly  excited  the  girl,  there  was  a 
dormant  vitality  in  her  that  revived.  At  other 
times,  when  events  failed  to  agitate  her  by  a 
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direct  appeal  to  personal  interests,  her  consti- 
tutional reserve  held  the  rule.  She  could  be 
impenetrably  honest,  steadily  industrious,  truly 
grateful — but  the  intuitive  expression  of  feel- 
ing, on  ordinary  occasions,  was  beyond  her 
reach. 

After  an  interval  of  nearly  half  an  hour, 
Mr.  Vimpany  made  his  appearance.  Pausing 
in  the  dooi'way,  he  consulted  his  watch,  and 
entered  on  a  calculation  which  presented  him 
favourably  from  a  professional  point  of  view. 

'  Allow  for  time  lost  in  reviving  my  lord 
when  he  fainted,  and  stringing  him  up  with  a 
drop  of  brandy,  and  washing  my  hands  (look 
how  clean  they  are  !),  I  haven't  been  more 
than  twenty  minutes  in  unending  his  throat. 
Not  bad  surgery,  Miss  Henle}^' 

'  Is  liis  life  safe,  Mr.  Yimpany  P  ' 

'  Thanks  to  his  luck — yes.' 

'  His  luck  ?  ' 

'  To  be  sure  !     In  the  iirst  place,  he  owes 
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liis  life  to  your  finding  him  when  you  did  ;  a 
Httle  hiter,  and  it  would  have  been  all  over 
with  Lord  Harry.  Second  piece  of  luck : 
catching  the  doctor  at  home,  just  when  he 
was  most  wanted.  Third  piece  of  luck  :  our 
friend  didn't  know  how  to  cut  his  own  throat 
properly.  You  needn't  look  black  at  me, 
Miss ;  I'm  not  joking.  A  suicide  Avith  a 
razor  in  his  hand  has  generally  one  chance  in 
his  favour — he  is  ignorant  of  anatomy.  That 
is  my  lord's  case.  He  has  only  cut  through 
the  upper  fleshy  part  of  his  throat,  and  has 
missed  the  larger  blood-vessels.  Take  my 
w^ord  for  it,  he  w^ill  do  w^ell  enough  now ; 
thanks  to  you,  thanks  to  me,  and  thanks  to 
his  own  ignorance.  What  do  you  say  to  that 
w^ay  of  putting  it  ?  Ha  !  my  brains  are  in 
good  working  order  to-day  ;  I  havn't  been 
drinking  any  of  Mr.  Mountjoy's  claret — do 
you  take  the  joke.  Miss  Henley  .^  ' 

Chuckling;  over  the  recollection  of  his  own 
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drunken    audacity,    he    liappened    to    notice 
Fanny  Mere. 

'Hullo!  is  this  another  injured  person  in 
want  of  me?  You're  as  white  as  a  sheet, 
Miss.  If  you're  going  to  faint,  do  me  a 
favour — wait  till  I  can  get  the  brandy  bottle. 
Oh !  it's  natural  to  you,  is  it  ?  I  see.  A 
thick  skin  and  a  slow  circulation  ;  you  will 
live  to  be  an  old  woman.  A  friend  of  yours, 
Miss  Henley  P  ' 

Fanny  answered  composedly  for  herself : 
'  I  am  Miss  Henley's  maid,  sir.' 

'What's  become  of  the  other  one?'  Mr. 
Yimpany  asked.  '  Aye  ?  aye  ?  Staying  at  a 
farm-house  for  the  benefit  of  her  health,  is 
she?  If  I  had  been  alloAved  time  enough,  I 
would  have  made  a  cure  of  Rhoda  Bennet. 
Tliere  isn't  a  medical  man  in  England  who 
knows  more  than  I  do  of  the  nervous  maladies 
of  women — and  what  is  my  reward  P  Is  my 
waiting-room    crammed    with     rich     people 
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coming  to  consult  me  ?  Do  I  live  in  a 
fashionable  Square  ?  Have  I  even  been  made 
a  Baronet?  Damn  it — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Miss  Henley — but  it  is  irritating,  to  a  man  of 
my  capacity,  to  be  completely  neglected.  For 
the  last  three  days  not  a  creature  has  darkened 
the  doors  of  this  house.  Could  I  say  a  word 
to  you  ? ' 

He  led  Iris  mysteriously  into  a  corner  of 
the  room.  '  About  our  friend  downstairs  ?  ' 
he  began. 

'  When  may  we  hope  that  he  will  be  well 
again,  Mr.  Yimpany  ? ' 

'Maybe  in  three  weeks.  In  a  month  at 
most.  I  have  nobody  here  but  a  stupid 
servant-girl.  We  ought  to  have  a  competent 
nurse.  I  can  get  a  thoroughly  trained  person 
from  the  hospital ;  but  there's  a  little 
difficulty.  I  am  an  outspoken  man.  When 
I  am  poor,  I  ow^n  I  am  poor.  My  lord  must  be 
well  fed  ;  the  nurse  must  be  w^ell  fed.     Would 
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yoiL  mind  advancing  a  small  loan,  to  provide 
beforehand  for  the  payment  of  expenses  ?  ' 

Iris  handed  her  purse  to  him,  sick  of  the 
sight  of  Mr.  Yimpany.  '  Is  that  all  P  '  she 
asked,  making  for  the  door. 

'  Much  obliged.     That's  all.' 

As  they  approached  the  room  on  the 
ground  floor.  Iris  stopped :  her  eyes  rested  on 
the  doctor.  Even  to  that  coarse  creature,  the 
eloquent  look  spoke  for  her.  Fanny  noticed 
it  and  suddenly  turned  her  head  aside.  Over 
the  maid's  white  face  there  passed  darkly 
an  expression  of  unutteral)le  contempt.  Her 
mistress's  weakness  had  revealed  itself — weak- 
ness for  one  of  the  betrayers  of  women : 
weakness  for  a  man  !  In  the  meantime,  Mr. 
Vimpany  (having  got  the  money)  was  ready 
to  humour  the  enviable  young  lady  Avith  a 
well-filled  purse. 

'  Do  you  want  to  see  my  lord  before  you 
Gfo  ?  '  he  asked,  amused  at  the  idea.     '  Mind  ! 
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you  mustn't  disturb  him  !  No  talking,  and  no 
crying.     Eead}^  ?     Now  look  at  him.' 

There  he  lay,  on  a  shabby  little  sofa  in  an 
ugly  little  room  ;  his  eyes  closed  ;  one  help- 
less hand  hanging  down  ;  a  stillness  on  his 
ghastly  face  horribly  suggestive  of  the  stillness 
of  death — there  he  lay,  the  reckless  victim  of 
his  love  for  the  woman  who  had  desperately 
renounced  him  again  and  again,  Avho  had  now 
saved  him  for  the  third  time.  Ah,  how  her 
treacherous  heart  pleaded  for  him  !  Can  you 
drive  him  away  from  you  after  this  ?  You, 
who  love  him,  what  does  your  cold-blooded 
prudence  say,  when  you  look  at  him  now^  ? 

She  felt  herself  drawn,  roughly  and  sud- 
denly, back  into  the  passage.  The  door  was 
closed ;  the  doctor  was  whispering  to  her. 
'  Hold  up.  Miss  !  I  expected  better  things  of 
you.  Come  !  come  ! — no  fainting.  You'll 
find  him  a  different  man  to-morrow.  Pay  us 
a  visit,  and  judge  for  yourself.' 
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After   what    she   had  suffered,  Iris   hun- 
gered for  sympathy.     '  Isn't  it  pitiable  ?  '  she 
said  to  her  maid  as  they  left  the  house. 
•  '  I  don't  know,  Miss.' 

'  You  don't  know  ?  Good  Heavens,  are 
you  made  of  stone .  Have  you  no  such  thing 
as  a  heart  in  you  ?  ' 

'Xot  for  the  men,'  Fanny  answered.  'I 
keep  my  pity  for  the  women.' 

Iris  knew  what  bitter  remembrances  made 
their  confession  in  those  words.  How  she 
missed  Khoda  Bennet  at  that  moment ! 
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CHAPTEE  XIX 

MR.    HENLEY   AT   HOME 

I  OR  a  month,  Mountjoy  remained  in 
his    cottage  on  the  shores  of  the 
Solway  Firth,    superintending  the 
repairs. 

His  correspondence  with  Iris  was  regu- 
larly continued ;  and,  for  the  first  time  in  his 
experience  of  her  was  a  cause  of  disappoint- 
ment to  him. 

Her  replies  revealed  an  incomprehensible 
chancre  in  her  manner  of  writino-  which 
became  more  and  more  marked  in  each  sue- 
ceeding  instance.  Notice  it  as  he  might  in 
his  own  letters,  no  explanation  followed  on 
the  part  of  his  correspondent.     She,  who  had 
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SO  frankly  confided  her  joys  and  sorrows  to 
him  in  past  days,  now  wrote  with  a  reserve 
which  seemed  only  to  permit  the  most  vague 
and  guarded  allusion  to  herself.  The  changes 
in  the  weather ;  the  alternation  of  public 
news  that  was  dull,  and  public  news  that  was 
interesting  ;  the  absence  of  her  father  abroad, 
occasioned  by  doubt  of  the  soundness  of  his 
investments  in  foreign  securities  ;  vague  ques- 
tions relathig  to  Hugh's  new  place  of  abode, 
wliich  could  only  have  proceeded  from  a 
preoccupied  mind — these  were  the  topics  on 
which  Iris  dwelt,  in  writing  to  her  faithful 
old  friend.  It  was  hardly  possible  to  doubt 
that  something  must  have  liappened,  which 
she  had  reasons — serious  reasons,  as  it  seemed 
only  too  natural  to  infer — for  keeping  con- 
cealed from  Mountjoy.  Try  as  he  miglit  to 
disguise  it  from  himself,  he  now  knew  liow 
dear,  how  hopelessly  dear,  she  was  to  liim 
by  the  anxiety  that  he  suflered.  and  1)y  iXw: 


MR.  HENLEY  AT  HOME  31 

jealous  sense  of  injury  wliicli  defied  his  self- 
command.  His  immediate  superintendence 
of  the  workmen  at  tlie  cottao-e  was  no  lono-er 
necessary.  Leaving  tliere  a  representative 
whom  lie  could  trust,  he  resolved  to  answer 
his  last  letter,  received  from  Iris,  in  person. 

The  next  day  he  was  in  London. 

Calhng  at  the  house,  he  was  informed 
that  Miss  Henley  was  not  at  home,  and  that 
it  was  impossible  to  say  witli  certainty  when 
she  migjht  return.  While  he  was  addressino- 
his  inquiries  to  the  servant,  Mr.  Henley 
opened  the  library-door.  'Is  that  you.  Mount- 
joy?  '  he  asked.  '  Come  in  ;  I  want  to  speak 
to  you.' 

Short  and  thick-set,  with  a  thin-lipped 
mouth,  a  coarsely-florid  complexion,  and  fur- 
tive greenish  eyes  ;  liard  in  liis  manner  and 
harsh  in  his  voice  ;  Mr.  Henley  was  one  of 
the  few  lieartless  men,  who  are  innocent  of 
deception  on  the  surface :  he  was  externally 
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a  person  who  inspired,  at  first  sight,  feehngs 
of  donbt  and  dishke.  His  manner  failed  to 
show  even  a  pretence  of  being  glad  to  see 
Hugh.  What  he  had  to  say,  he  said  walking 
np  and  down  tlie  room,  and  scratching  his 
bristly  iron-gray  hair  from  time  to  time. 
These  signs  of  restlessness  indicated,  to  those 
who  knew  him  well,  that  he  had  a  selfish  nse 
to  make  of  a  fellow-creature,  and  failed  to  see 
immediately  how  to  reach  the  end  in  view. 

'I  say,  Mountjoy,'  lie  began,  'have  you 
any  idea  of  what  my  daughter  is  about  ?  ' 

'I  don't  even  understand  what  you  mean,' 
Hugh  replied.  '  For  the  last  month  I  have 
been  in  Scotland.' 

'  You  and  she  write  to  each  other,  don't 
you  ." 

'  Yes.' 

'Hasn't  she  told  you ' 

'  Excuse  me  for  interrujDting  you,  Mr. 
Henley ;  she  has  told  me  nothing.' 
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Mr.  Henley  stared  absently  at  the  superbly- 
bound  books  on  his  library-shelves  (never  de- 
graded by  the  familiar  act  of  reading),  and 
scratched  his  head  more  restlessly  than  ever. 

'  Look  here,  young  man.  When  you  were 
staying  with  me  in  the  country,  I  rather 
hoped  it  might  end  in  a  marriage-engagement. 
You  and  Iris  disappointed  me — not  for  the 
first  time.  But  women  do  change  their  minds. 
Suppose  she  had  changed  her  mind,  after 
having  twice  refused  you  ?  Suppose  she  had 
given  you  an  opportunity- ' 

Hugh  interrupted  him  again.  '  It's  need- 
less to  suppose  anything  of  the  sort,  sir ;  she 
would  not  have  given  me  an  opportunity.' 

'Don't  fence  with  me,  Mountjoy !  I'll 
put  it  in  a  milder  way,  if  you  prefer  being 
humbugged.  Do  you  feel  any  interest  in  that 
perverse  girl  of  mine  ?  ' 

Hugh  answered  readily  and  warmly:  'The 
truest  interest  I ' 

VOL.  11.  D 
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Even  Mr.  Henley  was  human  ;  his  ugly  face 
looked  uglier  still.  It  assumed  the  self-satisfied 
expression  of  a  man  who  had  carried  his  point. 

'  Now  I  can  go  on,  my  friend,  with  what 
I  had  to  say  to  you.  I  have  been  abroad  on 
business,  and  only  came  back  the  other  day. 
The  moment  I  saw  Iris  I  noticed  something 
wrong  about  her.  If  I  had  been  a  stranger, 
I  should  have  said  :  That  young  woman  is  not 
easy  in  her  mind.  Perfectly  useless  to  speak 
to  her  about  it.  Quite  happy  and  quite  well 
— there  was  her  own  account  of  herself.  I 
tried  •  her  maid  next,  a  white-hvered  sulky 
creature,  one  of  the  steadiest  liars  I  have  ever 
met  with.  "  I  know  of  nothing  amiss  with  my 
mistress,  sir."  There  was  the  maid's  way  of 
keeping  the  secret,  whatever  it  may  be.  I 
don't  know  whether  you  may  have  noticed  it, 
in  the  course  of  your  acquaintance  with  me — 
I  hate  to  be  beaten.' 

'No,  Mr.  Henley,  I  have  not  noticed  it.' 
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'  Then  you  are  informed  of  it  now.  Have 
you  seen  my  housekeeper  ?  ' 

'  Once  or  twice,  sir.' 

'  Come  !  you're  improving  ;  we  shall  make 
something  of  you  in  course  of  time.  Well, 
the  housekeeper  was  the  next  person  I  spoke 
to  about  my  daughter.  Had  she  seen  any- 
thing strange  in  Miss  Iris,  while  I  was  away 
from  home  ?  There's  a  dash  of  malice  in  my 
housekeeper's  composition  ;  I  don't  object  to 
a  dash  of  malice.  When  the  old  woman  is 
pleased,  she  shows  her  yellow  fangs.  She 
liad  something  to  tell  me  :  "  The  servants, 
have  been  talking,  sir,  about  Miss  Iris."  "  Out 
with  it,  ma'am  !  what  do  they  say  ?  "  "-  They 
notice,  sir,  that  their  young  lady  has  taken  to 
going  out  in  the  forenoon  regularly  every 
day;  always  by  herself,  and  always  in  the 
same  direction.  I  don't  encourage  the  ser- 
vants, Mr.  Henley ;  there  was  something 
insolent  in   the   tone   of  suspicion  that  they 
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adopted.  I  told  them  that  Miss  Iris  was 
merely  taking  her  walk.  They  reminded  me 
that  it  must  be  a  cruelly  long  walk ;  Miss  Iris 
being  away  regularly  for  four  or  five  hours 
together,  before  she  came  back  to  the  house. 
After  that "  (says  the  housekeeper),  "  I  thought 
it  best  to  drop  the  subject."  What  do  you 
think  of  it  yourself,  Mountjoy  ?  Do  you  call 
my  daughter's  conduct  suspicious  ?  ' 

'  I  see  nothing  suspicious,  Mr.  Henley. 
When  Iris  goes  out,  she  visits  a  friend.' 

'  And  always  goes  in  the  same  direction, 
and  always  visits  the  same  friend,'  Mr.  Henley 
added.  '  I  felt  a  curiosity  to  know  who  that 
friend  might  be  ;  and  I  made  the  discovery 
yesterday.  When  you  were  staying  in  my 
house  in  the  country,  do  you  remember  the 
man  who  waited  on  you  ?  ' 

Mountjoy  began  to  feel  alarmed  for  Iris  ; 
he  answered  as  briefly  as  possible. 

'  Your  valet,'  he  said. 
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'  That's  it !  Well,  I  took  my  valet  into 
my  confidence — not  for  the  first  time,  I  can 
tell  you  :  an  invaluable  fellow.  When  Iris 
went  out  yesterday,  he  tracked  her  to  a 
wretched  little  suburban  place  near  Hampstead 
Heath,  called  Eedburn  Eoad.  She  rang  the 
bell  at  Number  Five,  and  was  at  once  let  in — 
evidently  well  known  there.  My  clever  man 
made  inquiries  in  the  neighbourhood.  The 
house  belongs  to  a  doctor  who  has  lately 
taken  it.     Name  of  Vimpany.' 

Mountjoy  was  not  only  startled  but  showed 
it  plainly.  Mr.  Henley,  still  pacing  back- 
wards and  forwards,  happened  by  good 
fortune  to  have  his  back  turned  towards  his 
visitor  at  that  moment. 

'  Now  I  ask  you  as  a  man  of  the  world,' 
Mr.  Henley  resumed,  '  what  does  this  mean  ? 
If  you're  too  cautious  to  speak  out — and  I 
must  say  it  looks  like  it — shall  I  set  you  the 
example  ? ' 
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'  Just  as  you  please,  sir.' 

'  Very  well,  then  ;  I'll  tell  you  what  I 
suspect.  When  Iris  is  at  home,  and  when 
there's  something  amiss  in  my  family,  I  believe 
that  scoundrel  Lord  Harry  to  be  at  the 
bottom  of  it.  There's  my  experience,  and 
there's  my  explanation.  I  was  on  the  point 
of  ordering  my  carriage,  to  go  to  the  doctor 
myself,  and  insist  on  knowing  what  the  attrac- 
tion is  that  takes  my  daughter  to  his  house, 
when  I  heard  your  voice  in  the  hall.  You 
tell  me  you  are  interested  in  Iris.  Very  well ; 
you  are  just  the  man  to  help  me.' 

'  May  I  ask  how,  Mr.  Henley  ?  ' 

'  Of  course  you  may.  You  can  find  your 
way  to  her  confidence,  if  you  choose  to  try  ; 
she  will  trust  you,  when  she  won't  trust  her 
father.  I  don't  care  two  straws  about  her 
other  secrets  ;  but  I  do  want  to  know  whether 
she  is,  or  is  not,  plotting  to  marry  the  Irish 
blackguard.     Satisfy  me  about  that,  and  you 
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needn't  tell  me  anything  more.  May  I  count 
on  you  to  find  out  how  the  land  lies  ? ' 

Mountjoy  listened,  hardly  able  to  credit  the 
evidence  of  his  own  senses :  he  was  actually 
expected  to  insinuate  himself  into  the  confi- 
dence of  Iris,  and  then  to  betray  her  to  her 
father  !  He  rose,  and  took  his  hat — and, 
without  even  the  formality  of  a  bow,  opened 
the  door. 

'  Does  that  mean  No  ?  '  Mr.  Henley  called 
after  him. 

'  Most  assuredly,'  Mountjoy  answered — and 
closed  the  door  behind  him. 
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CHAPTER   XX 

FIRST   SUSPICIONS   OF   IRIS 

lEOM  the  last  memorable  day  on 
which  Iris  had  declared  to  him  that 
he  might  always  count  on  her  as 
his  friend,  but  never  as  his  wife,  Hugh  had 
resolved  to  subject  his  feelings  to  a  rigorous 
control.  As  to  conquering  his  hopeless  love, 
he  knew  but  too  well  that  it  would  conquer 
him,  on  any  future  occasion  when  he  and  Iris 
happened  to  meet. 

He  had  been  true  to  his  resolution,  at 
what  cost  of  suffering  he,  and  he  alone,  knew. 
Sincerely,  unaffectedly,  he  had  tried  to  remain 
her  friend.  But  the  nature  of  the  truest  and 
the  firmest  man  has  its  weak  place,  where  the 
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subtle  influence  of  a  woman  is  concerned. 
Deeply  latent,  beyond  the  reach  of  liis  own 
power  of  sounding,  there  was  jealousy  of  the 
Irish  lord  lurking  in  Mountjoy,  and  secretly 
leading  his  mind  when  he  hesitated  in  those 
emergencies  of  his  life  which  were  connected 
with  Iris.  Ignorant  of  the  influence  which 
was  really  directing  him,  he  viewed  with  con- 
tempt Mr.  Henley's  suspicions  of  a  secret 
understanding  between  his  daughter  and  the 
man  who  was,  by  her  own  acknowledgment, 
unworthy  of  the  love  with  which  it  had  been 
her  misfortune  to  regard  him.  At  the  same 
time,  Hugh's  mind  was  reluctantly  in  search  of 
an  explanation,  which  might  account  (without 
degrading  Iris)  for  her  having  been  traced  to 
the  doctor's  house.  In  his  recollection  of 
events  at  the  old  country  town,  he  found  a 
motive  for  her  renewal  of  intercourse  with 
such  a  man  as  Mr.  Vimpany,  in  the  compas- 
sionate feeling  with  which  she  regarded  the 
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doctor's  unhappy  wife.  There  might  well  be 
some  humiliating  circumstance,  recently  added 
to  the  other  trials  of  Mrs.  Yimpany's  married 
life,  which  had  appealed  to  all  that  was 
generous  and  forgiving  in  the  nature  of  Iris. 
Knowing  nothing  of  the  resolution  to  live 
apart  which  had  latterly  separated  the  doctor 
and  his  wife,  Mountjoy  decided  on  putting 
his  idea  to  the  test  by  applying  for  informa- 
tion to  Mrs.  Vimpany  at  her  husband's  house. 

In  the  nature  of  a  sensitive  man  the  bare 
idea  of  delay,  under  these  circumstances,  was 
unendurable.  Hugh  called  the  first  cab  that 
passed  him,  and  drove  to  Hampstead. 

Careful — morbidly  careful,  perhaps — not 
to  attract  attention  needlessly  to  himself,  he 
stopped  the  cab  at  the  entrance  to  Eedburn 
Eoad,  and  approached  Number  Five  on  foot. 
A  servant-girl  answered  the  door.  Mountjoy 
asked  if  Mrs.  Vimpany  was  at  home. 

The  girl  made  no  immediate  reply.     She 
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seemed  to  be  puzzled  by  Mountjoy's  simple 
question.  Her  familiar  manner,  with  its  vul- 
gar assumption  of  equality  in  the  presence  of 
a  stranger,  revealed  the  London-bred  maid- 
servant of  modern  times.  '  Did  you  say  Mrs, 
Vimpany  ?  '  she  inquired  sharply. 

'  Yes.' 

'  There's  no  such  person  here.' 

It  was  Mountjoy's  turn  to  be  puzzled. 
'  Is  this  Mr.  Yimpany's  house  ?  '  he  said. 

'  Yes,  to  be  sure  it  is.' 

'  And  yet  Mrs.  Vimpany  doesn't  live 
here  ?  ' 

'No  Mrs.  Vimpany  has  darkened  these 
doors,'  the  girl  declared  positively. 

'  Are  you  sure  you  are  not  making  a  mis- 
take ? ' 

'  Quite  sure.  I  liave  been  in  the  doctor's 
service  since  he  first  took  the  house.' 

Determined  to  solve  the  mystery,  if  it 
could  be  done,  Mountjoy  asked  if  he  could 
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see  the  doctor.     No  :  Mr.  Vimpany  had  gone 
out. 

'  There's  a  young  person  comes  to  us,'  the 
servant  continued.  '  I  wonder  whether  you 
mean  her,  when  you  ask  for  Mrs.  Vimpany  ? 
The  name  she  gives  is  Henley.' 
'  Is  Miss  Henley  here,  now  ?  ' 
'  You  can't  see  her — she's  eno'ao^ed.' 
She  was  not  engaged  with  Mrs.  Vimpany, 
for  no  such  person  was  known  in  the  house. 
She  was  not  engaged  with  the  doctor,  for  the 
doctor  had  gone  out.  Mountjoy  looked  at 
the  hat-stand  in  the  passage,  and  discovered 
a  man's  hat  and  a  man's  greatcoat.  To  whom 
did  they  belong  ?  Certainly  not  to  Mr.  Vim- 
pany, who  had  gone  out.  Eepellent  as  it 
was,  Mr.  Henley's  idea  that  the  explanation  of 
his  daughter's  conduct  was  to  be  found  in  tlie 
renewed  influence  over  her  of  the  Irish  lord, 
now  presented  itself  to  Hugh's  mind  under  a 
new  point  of  view.     He  tried  in  vain  to  resist 
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the  impression  that  had  been  produced  on 
him.  A  sense  of  injury,  which  he  was  un- 
able to  justify  to  himself,  took  possession  of 
him.  Come  what  might  of  it,  he  determined 
to  set  at  rest  the  doubts  of  which  he  was 
ashamed,  by  communicating  with  Iris.  His 
card-case  proved  to  be  empty  when  he 
opened  it ;  but  there  were  letters  in  his  pocket 
addressed  to  him  at  his  hotel  in  London.  Ee- 
moving  the  envelope  from  one  of  tliese,  he 
handed  it  to  the  servant : 

'  Take  that  to  Miss  Henley,  and  ask  when 
I  can  see  her.' 

The  girl  left  him  in  the  passage,  and  went 
upstairs  to  the  drawing-room. 

In  the  flimsily-built  little  house,  he  could 
hear  the  heavy  step  of  a  man,  crossing  the  room 
above,  and  then  the  resonant  tones  of  a  man's 
voice  raised  as  if  in  anger.  Had  she  given 
him  already  the  right  to  be  angry  with  her  ? 
He  thouo^ht  of  the  time  when  the  betraval  of 
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Lord  Harry's  vindictive  purpose  in  leaving 
England  had  frightened  her — when  he  had 
set  aside  his  own  sense  of  what  was  due  to 
]iim,  for  her  sake — and  had  helped  her  to 
communicate,  by  letter,  with  the  man  whose 
fatal  ascendency  over  Iris  had  saddened  his 
life.  Was  what  he  heard,  now,  the  return 
that  he  had  deserved  ? 

After  a  short  absence,  the  servant  came 
back  with  a  message. 

'  Miss  Henley  begs  you  will  excuse  her. 
She  will  write  to  you.' 

Would  this  promised  letter  be  like  the 
other  letters  which  he  had  received  from  her 
in  Scotland?  .Mountjoy's  gentler  nature  re- 
minded him  that  he  owed  it  to  his  remem- 
brance of  happier  days,  and  truer  friendship, 
to  wait  and  see. 

He  was  just  getting  into  the  cab,  on  his 
return  to  London,  when  a  closed  carriage, 
with  one  person  in  it,  passed  him  on  its  way 
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to  Kedburn  Koad.  In  that  person  he  recog- 
nised Mr.  Henley.  As  the  cab-driver  mounted 
to  his  seat,  Hugh  saw  the  carriage  stop  at 
Number  Five. 
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CHAPTER  XXI 


THE   PAETING   SCENE 


HE     evening     had     ad- 
vanced, and  the  candles 
had    just    been    ht   m 
Mountjoy's  sitting-room 
at  the  hotel. 
\  His    anxiety    to 

hear  from  Iris  had 
been  doubled  and 
trebled,  since  he  had 
made  the  discovery 
of  her  father's  visit 
to  the  doctor's 
house,  at  a  time 
when  it  was  im- 
possible   to    doubt 
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that  Lord  Harry  was  with  her.  Hugh's 
jealous  sense  of  wrong  was  now  mastered  by 
the  nobler  emotions  which  filled  him  with 
pity  and  alarm,  when  he  thought  of  Iris 
placed  between  the  contending  claims  of  two 
such  men  as  the  heartless  Mr.  Henley  and  the 
reckless  Irish  lord.  He  had  remained  at  the 
hotel,  through  tlie  long  afternoon,  on  the 
chance  that  she  might  write  to  him  speedily  by 
the  hand  of  a  messenger — and  no  letter  had 
arrived.  He  was  still  in  expectation  of  news 
which  might  reach  him  by  the  evening  post, 
when  the  waiter  knocked  at  the  door. 
'  A  letter  ?  '  Mountjoy  asked. 
'  No,  sir,'  the  man  answered  ;  '  a  lady.' 
Before  she  could  raise  her  veil,  Hugh  had 
recognised  Iris.  Her  manner  was  subdued ; 
her  face  was  haggard  ;  her  hand  lay  cold  and 
passive  in  his  hand,  when  he  advanced  to  bid 
her  welcome.  He  placed  a  chair  for  her  by 
the  fire.     She  thanked  him,  and  declined  to 
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take  it.  With  the  air  of  a  woman  conscious 
of  committing  an  intrusion,  she  seated  herself 
apart  in  a  corner  of  the  room. 

'  I  have  tried  to  write  to  you,  and  I  have 
not  been  able  to  do  it.'  She  said  that,  with  a 
dogged  resignation  of  tone  and  manner,  so 
unlike  herself  that  Mountjoy  looked  at  her  in 
dismay.  '  My  friend,'  she  went  on, '  your  pity 
is  all  I  may  hope  for ;  I  am  no  longer  worthy 
of  the  interest  you  once  felt  in  me.' 

Hugh  saw  that  it  would  be  useless  to 
remonstrate.  He  asked  if  it  had  been  his 
misfortune  to  oflend  her. 

'  No,'  she  said,  '  you  have  not  offended 
me.' 

'  Then  what  in  Heaven's  name  does  this 
change  in  you  mean  ?  ' 

'  It  means,'  she  said,  as  coldly  as  ever, 
'  that  1  have  lost  my  self-respect ;  it  means 
that  my  father  has  renounced  me,  and  that 
you  will  do  well  to  follov/  his  example.     Have 
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I  not  led  you  to  believe  that  I  could  never  be 
the  wife  of  Lord  Harry  ?  Well !  I  have 
deceived  you — I  nm  <joing  to  many  him.' 

'  I  can't  believe  it,  Iris  I  I  won't  believe 
it!' 

She  handed  him  the  letter,  in  which  the 
Irishman  had  declared  his  resolution  to 
destroy  himself.  Hugh  read  it  with  contempt. 
'  Did  my  lord's  heart  fail  him  ? '  he  asked 
scornfully. 

'  He  would  have  died  by  his  own  hand, 
Mr.  Mountjoy* ' 
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'  Oh,  Iris—"  Mi\  ! 

*  I  will  say  "  Hugh,"  if  you  prefer  it — but 
the  days  of  our  familiar  friendship  are  none 
the  less  at  an  end.  I  found  Lord  Harry 
bleeding  to  death  from  a  wound  in  his  throat. 
It  was  in  a  lonely  place  on  Hampstead  Heath ; 
I  was  the  one  person  who  happened  to  pass 
by  it.  For  the  third  time,  you  see,  it  has 
been  my  destiny  to  save  him.     How  can  I 
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forget  that  ?  My  mind  will  dwell  on  it.  I 
try  to  find  happiness — oh,  only  happiness 
enough  for  me — in  cheering  my  poor  Irish- 
man, on  his  way  back  to  the  life  that  I  have 
preserved.  There  is  my  motive,  if  I  have  a 
motive.  Day  after  day,  I  have  helped  to 
nurse  him.  Day  after  day,  I  have  heard  him 
say  things  to  me — what  is  the  use  of  repeating 
them  .^  After  years  of  resistance,  I  have  given 
w^ay ;  let  that  be  enough.  My  one  act  of 
discretion  has  been  to  prevent  a  quarrel 
between  my  father  and  Harry.  I  beg  your 
pardon,  I  ought  to  have  said  Lord  Harry. 
When  my  father  came  to  the  house,  I  insisted 
on  speaking  with  him  alone  ;  I  told  him  what 
I  have  just  told  you.  He  said  :  "  Think  again 
before  you  make  your  choice  between  that 
man  and  me.  If  you  decide  to  marry  him, 
you  will  live  and  die  without  one  farthing  of 
my  money  to  help  you."  He  put  his  watch 
on  the  table  between  us,  and  gave  me  five 
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minutes  to  make  up  my  mind.  It  was  a  long 
five  minutes,  but  it  ended  at  last.  He  asked 
me  which  he  was  to  do — leave  liis  will  as  it 
was,  or  go  to  his  lawyer  and  make  another  ? 
I  said,  "  You  will  do  as  you  please,  sir."  No  ; 
it  was  not  a  hasty  reply — you  can't  make  that 
excuse  for  me.  I  kncAV "  what  I  was  saying  ; 
and  I  saw  the  future  I  was  preparing  for 
myself,  as  plainly  as  you  see  it ' 

Hugh  could  endure  no  longer  the  reckless 
expression  of  her  despair. 

'  No ! '  he  cried,  '  you  don't  see  your 
future  as  I  see  it.  Will  you  hear  what  I  have 
to  say,  before  it  is  too  late  ? ' 

'  It  is  too  late  already.  But  I  will  listen 
to  you  if  you  wish  it.' 

'  And,  while  you  listen,'  Mountjoy  added, 
'  you  will  acquit  me  of  being  influenced  by 
a  selfish  motive.  I  liave  loved  you  dearly. 
Perhaps,  in  se(?ret,  I  love  you  still.  But  this  I 
know  :  if  you  were  to  remain  a  single  woman 
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for  the  rest  of  your  life,  there  would  be  no 
hope  for  Me.  Do  you  believe  that  I  am 
speaking  the  truth  ?  ' 

'  You  always  speak  the  truth.'  • 

'  I  speak  in  your  mterests,  at  least.  You 
think  you  see  your  future  life  plainly — you 
are  blind  to  your  future  life.  You  talk  as  if 
you  were  resigned  to  suffer.  Are  you  re- 
signed to  lose  your  sense  of  right  and  wrong  ? 
Are  you  resigned  to  lead  the  life  of  an  outlaw, 
and — worse  still — not  to  feel  the  disgrace  of 
it  ? ' 

*  Go  on,  Hugh.' 

'  You  won't  answer  me  ?  ' 

'  I  won't  shock  you.' 

'  You  don't  discourage  me,  my  dear  ;  I  am 
still  obstinate  in  the  hope  of  restoring  you 
to  your  calmer  and  truer  self  Let  me 
do  every  justice  to  Lord  Harry.  I  believe, 
sincerely  believe,  that  his  miserable  life  has 
not  utterly  destroyed  in  him  the  virtues  wliicli 
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distinguisli  an  honourable  man.  But  he  has 
one  terrible  defect.  In  his  nature,  there  is 
the  fatal  pliability  which  finds  companionable 
quahties  in  bad  friends.  In  tliis  aspect  of  his 
character,  he  is  a  dangerous  man — and  he 
may  be  (forgive  me !)  a  bad  husband.  It  is  a 
thankless  task  to  warn  you  to  any  good  pur- 
pose. A  wife — and  a  loving  wife  more  than 
another — feels  the  deteriorating  influence  of 
a  husband  who  is  not  worthy  of  her.  His 
ways  of  thinking  are  apt  to  become,  little  by 
httle,  her  ways  of  thinking.  She  makes  allow- 
ances for  him  which  he  does  not  deserve  ; 
her  sense  of  right  and  w^rong  becomes  con- 
fused ;  and,  before  she  is  aware  of  it  herself, 
she  has  sunk  to  his  level.  Are  you  angry 
with  me  ?  ' 

'  How  can  I  be  angry  with  you  ?     Perhaps 
you  are  right.' 

'  Do  you  really  mean  that  .^ ' 

'  Oh,  yes.' 
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'  Then,  for  God's  sake,  reconsider  your 
decision !     Let  me  go  to  your  father.' 

'  Mere  waste  of  time,'  Lis  answered. 
'  Nothing  that  you  can  say  will  have  the  least 
effect  on  him.' 

'  At  any  rate,'  Mountjoy  persisted,  '  I 
mean  to  try.' 

Had  he  touched  her  ?  She  smiled — how 
bitterly,  Hugh  failed  to  perceive. 

'  Shall  I  tell  you  what  happened  to  me 
when  I  went  home  to-day  ?  '  she  said.  '  I 
found  my  maid  waiting  in  the  hall — with 
everything  that  belongs  to  me,  packed  up  for 
my  departure.  The  girl  explained  that  she 
had  been  forced  to  obey  my  father's  positive 
orders.  I  knew  what  that  meant — I  had  to 
leave  the  house,  and  find  a  place  to  live  in.' 

'  Not  by  yourself,  Iris  ?  ' 

'  No — with  my  maid.  She  is  a  strange 
creature ;  if  she  feels  sympathy,  she  never 
expresses  it.     "  I   am   your  grateful  servant. 
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Miss.  Where  you  go,  I  go."  That  was  all 
she  said ;  I  was  not  disappointed — I  am 
getting  used  to  Fanny  Mere  already.  Mine 
is  a  lonely  lot — isn't  it  ?  I  have  acquaint- 
ances among  the  few  ladies  who  sometimes 
visit  at  my  father's  house,  but  no  friends. 
My  mother's  family,  as  I  have  always  been 
told,  cast  her  off  when  she  married  a  man 
in  trade,  with  a  doubtful  reputation.  I  don't 
even  know  where  my  relations  live.  Isn't 
Lord  Harry  good  enough  for  me,  as  I  am 
now  ?  When  I  look  at  my  prospects,  is  it 
wonderful  if  I  talk  like  a  desperate  woman  ? 
There  is  but  one  encouraging  circumstance 
that  I  can  see.  This  misplaced  love  of  mine 
that  everybody  condemns  has,  oddly  enough, 
a  virtue  that  everybody  must  admire.  It 
offers  a  refuge  to  a  woman  who  is  alone  in 
the  world.' 

Mountjoy  denied  indignantly  that  she  was 
alone  in  the  world. 
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'  Is  there  any  protection  that  a  man  can 
offer  to  a  woman,'  he  asked,  '  which  I  am  not 
ready  and  eager  to  offer  to  You  ?  Oh,  Iris, 
what  have  I  done  to  deserve  that  you  should 
speak  of  yourself  as  friendless  in  my  hearing  ?  ' 

He  had  touched  her  at  last.  Their  tender 
charm  showed  itself  once  more  in  her  eyes 
and  in  her  smile.  She  rose  and  approached 
him. 

'  What  exquisite  kindness  it  must  be,'  she 
said,  '  that  blinds  a  clever  man  like  you  to 
obstacles  which  anyone  else  can  see !  Ee- 
member,  dear  Hugh,  what  the  world  would 
say  to  that  protection  which  your  true  heart 
offers  to  me.  Are  you  my  near  relation  ?  are 
you  my  guardian  ?  are  you  even  an  old  man  ? 
Ah  me  !  you  are  only  an  angel  of  goodness 
whom  I  must  submit  to  lose.  I  shall  still 
count  on  your  kindness  when  we  see  each 
other  no  more.  You  will  pity  me,  when  you 
hear  that  I  have  fallen  lower  and  lower ;  you 
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will  be  sorry  for  me,  when  I  end  in  disgracing 
myself.' 

'  Even  then,  Iris,  we  shall  not  be  sepa- 
rated. The  loving  friend  who  is  near  you  now, 
will  be  your  loving  friend  still.' 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  threw 
her  arms  round  him.  In  the  agony  of  that 
farewell,  she  held  him  to  her  bosom.  '  Good- 
bye, dear,'  she  said  faintly — and  kissed  him. 

The  next  moment,  a  deadly  pallor  over- 
spread her  face.  She  staggered  as  she  drew 
back,  and  dropped  into  the  chair  that  she  had 
just  left.  In  the  fear  that  she  might  faint, 
Mountjoy  hurried  out  in  search  of  a  restora- 
tive. His  bed-chamber  was  close  by,  at  the  end 
of  the  corridor ;  and  there  were  smelling-salts 
in  his  dressing-case.  As  he  raised  the  lid,  he 
heard  the  door  behind  him,  the  one  door  in 
the  room,  locked  from  the  outer  side. 

He  rushed  to  the  door,  and  called  to  her. 
From   the   f^irtlier  end    of   the   corridor,  hei' 
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voice  reached  him  for  the  last  time, 
repeating  the  last  melancholy  word  :  '  Good- 
bye.' No  renewal  of  the  miserable  parting 
scene  ;  no  more  of  the  heartache — Iris  had 
ended  it ! 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

THE   FATAL   WORDS 

jHEN  Mountjoy  had  rung  for  the 
servant,  and  the  bedroom  door 
had  been  unlocked,  it  was  too  late 
to  follow  the  fuo^itive.  Her  cab  was  waitin<x 
for  her  outside ;  and  the  attention  of  the 
porter  had  been  distracted,  at  the  same  time, 
by  a  new  arrival  of  travellers  at  the  hotel. 

It  is  more  or  less  in  the  nature  of  all  men 
who  are  worthy  of  the  name,  to  take  refuge 
from  distress  in  action.  Hugh  decided  on 
writing  to  Iris,  and  on  maldng  his  appeal  to 
her  father,  that  evening.  He  abstained  from 
alluding,  in  his  letter,  to  the  manner  in  which 
she  had  left  him  ;  it  was  her  riglit,  it  was  even 
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her  duty,  to  spare  herself.  All  that  he  asked 
Avas  to  be  informed  of  her  present  place  of 
residence,  so  that  he  might  communicate  the 
result — in  writing  only  if  slie  preferred  it — of 
his  contemplated  interview  with  her  father. 
He  addressed  his  letter  to  the  care  of  Mr. 
Vimpany,  to  be  forwarded,  and  posted  it  him- 
self. 

This  done,  he  went  on   at   once   to  Mr. 
Henley's  house. 

The  servant  who  opened  the  door  had 
evidently  received  his  orders.  Mr.  Henley  was 
'  not  at  home.'  Mountjoy  was  in  no  humour 
to  be  trifled  with.  He  pushed  the  man  out 
of  his  way,  and  made  straight  for  the  dining- 
room.  There,  as  his  previous  experience  of 
the  habits  of  the  household  had  led  him  to 
anticipate,  was  the  man  whom  he  was  deter- 
mined to  see.  The  table  was  laid  for  Mr. 
Henley's  late  dinner. 

Hugh's   well-meant  attempt  to  plead  the 
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daughter's  cause  with  the  father,  ended  as  Iris 
had  said  it  would  end. 

After  hotly  resenting  the  intrusion  on  him 
that  had  been  committed,  Mr.  Henley  declared 
that  a  codicil  to  his  v/ill,  depriving  his 
daughter  absolutely  of  all  interest  in  his 
property,  had  been  legally  executed  that  day. 
For  a  time,  Mountjoy's  self-control  had 
resisted  the  most  merciless  provocation.  All 
that  it  was  possible  to  effect,  by  patient 
entreaty  and  respectful  remonstrance,  he  had 
tried  again  and  again,  and  invariably  in  vain. 
At  last,  Mr.  Henley's  unbridled  insolence 
triumphed.  Hugh  lost  his  temper — and,  in 
leaving  the  heartless  old  man,  used  language 
which  he  afterwards  remembered  with  regret. 

To  feel  that  he  had  attempted  to  assert 
the  interests  of  Iris,  and  that  he  had  failed, 
was,  in  Hugh's  heated  state  of  mind,  an  irre- 
sistible stimulant  to  further  exertion.  It  was 
perhaps  not  too  late    yet  to   make    another 
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attempt  to  delay  (if  not  to  prevent)  the 
marriage. 

In  sheer  desperation,  Mountjoy  resolved 
to  inform  Lord  Harry  that  his  union  with 
Miss  Henley  would  be  followed  by  the  utter 
ruin  of  her  expectations  from  her  father. 
Whether  the  wild  lord  only  considered  his 
own  interests,  or  whether  he  was  loyally 
devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  woman  whom 
he  loved,  in  either  case  the  penalty  to  be  paid 
for  the  marriage  was  formidable  enough  to 
make  him  hesitate. 

The  lights  in  the  lower  window,  and  in  the 
passage,  told  Hugh  that  he  had  arrived  in 
good  time  at  Kedburn  Eoad. 

He  found  Mr.  Yimpany  and  the  young 
Irishman  sitting  together,  in  the  friendliest 
manner,  under  the  composing  influence  of 
tobacco.  Primed,  as  he  would  have  said 
himself,  with  only  a  third  glass  of  grog,  the 
hospitable  side  of  the  doctor's  character  was  dis- . 
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played  to  view.  He  at  once  accepted  Mount- 
joy's  visit  as  offering  a  renewal  of  friendly 
relations  between  them. 

'  Forgive  and  forget,'  he  said,  '  there's  the 
way  to  settle  that  little  misunderstanding, 
after  our  dinner  at  the  inn.  You  know  Mr. 
Mountjoy,  my  lord  ?  That's  right.  Draw  in 
your  chair,  Mountjoy.  My  professional  pros- 
pects threaten  me  with  ruin — but  while  I 
have  a  roof  over  my  head,  there's  always  a 
welcome  for  a  friend.  My  dear  fellow,  I  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  the  doctor  who 
sold  me  this  practice  was  a  swindler.  The 
money  is  gone,  and  the  patients  don't  come. 
Well !  I  am  not  quite  bankrupt  yet ;  I  can 
offer  you  a  glass  of  grog.  Mix  for  yourself — 
we'll  make  a  night  of  it.' 

Hugh  explained  (with  necessary  excuses) 
that  his  object  was  to  say  a  few  words  to 
Lord  Harry  in  private.  The  change  visible 
in  the  doctor's  manner,  when  he  had   been 
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made  acquainted  with  this  circumstance, 
was  not  amiably  expressed  ;  he  had  the  air 
of  a  man  who  suspected  that  an  unfair 
advantage  had  been  taken  of  him.  Lord 
Harry,  on  his  side,  appeared  to  feel  some 
hesitation  in  granting  a  private  interview  to 
Mr.  Mountjoy. 

'  Is  it  about  Miss  Henley  ?  '  he  asked. 

Hugh  admitted  that  it  was.  Lord  Harry 
thereupon  suggested  that  they  might  be  acting 
wisely  if  they  avoided  the  subject.  Mountjoy 
answered  that  there  w^ere,  on  the  contrary, 
reasons  for  approaching  the  subject  sufficiently 
important  to  have  induced  him  to  leave 
London  for  Hampstead  at  a  late  hour  of  the 
night. 

Hearing  this,  Lord  Harry  rose  to  lead  the 
way  to  another  room.  Excluded  from  his 
visitor's  confidence,  Mr.  Vim p any  could  at 
least  remind  Mountjoy  that  he  exercised 
authority  as  master  of  the  house.     '  Oli,  take 
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him  upstairs,  my  lord,'  said  the  doctor  \  '  yoa 
are  at  home  under  my  humble  roof ! ' 

The  two  young  men  faced  each  other  in 
the  barely-furnished  drawing-room  ;  both 
sufficiently  doubtful  of  the  friendly  result  of 
the  conference  to  abstain  from  seating  them- 
selves. Hugh  came  to  the  point  without 
wasting  time  in  preparatory  words.  Admit- 
ting that  he  had  heard  of  Miss  Henley's 
engagement,  he  asked  if  Lord  Harry  was  aware 
of  the  disastrous  consequences  to  the  young 
lady  which  would  follow  her  marriage.  The 
reply  to  this  was  frankly  expressed.  The 
Irish  lord  knew  nothing  of  the  consequences 
to  which  Mr.  Mountjoy  had  alluded.  Hugh 
at  once  enlightened  him,  and  evidently  took 
him  completely  by  surprise. 

'  May  I  ask,  sir,'  he  said,  '  if  you  are 
speaking  from  your  own  personal  know- 
ledge?' 

'I   have  just  come,  my  lord,   from   Mr. 
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Henley's  house ;  and  what  I  have  told  you  I 
heard  from  his  own  lips.' 

There  was  a  pause.  Hugh  was  already 
inclined  to  think  that  he  had  raised  an 
obstacle  to  the  immediate  celebration  of  the 
marriage.  A  speedy  disappointment  was  in 
store  for  him.  Lord  Harry  was  too  fond  of 
Iris  to  be  influenced,  in  his  relations  with  lier, 
by  mercenary  considerations. 

'  You  put  it  too  strongly,'  he  said.  '  But, 
let  me  tell  you,  Miss  Henley  is  far  from  being 
so  dependent  on  her  father — he  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  himself,  but  that's  neither  here 
nor  there — I  say  she  is  far  from  being  so 
dependent  on  her  father  as  you  seem  to  think. 
I  am  not,  I  beg  to  inform  you,  without 
resources  which  I  shall  offer  to  her  with  all 
my  heart  and  soul.  Perhaps,  you  wish  me  to 
descend  to  particulars  ?  Oh,  it's  easily  done  ; 
I  have  sold  my  cottage  in  Ireland.' 
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'  For  a  large  sum — in  these  times  ? '  Hugh 
inquired. 

'  Never  mind  the  sum,  Mr.  Mountjoy — let 
the  fact  be  enough  for  you.  And,  while  we 
are  on  the  question  of  money  (a  disgusting 
question,  with  which  I  refuse  to  associate  the 
most  charming  woman  in  existence),  don't 
forget  that  Miss  Henley  has  an  income  of  her 
own ;  derived,  as  I  understand,  from  her 
mother's  fortune.  You  will  do  me  the  justice, 
sir,  to  believe  that  I  shall  not  touch  a  farthing 
of  it.' 

'  Certainly  !  But  her  mother's  fortune,' 
Mountjoy  continued,  obstinately  presenting 
the  subject  on  its  darkest  side,  '  consists  of 
shares  in  a  Company.  Shares  rise  and  fall — 
and  Companies  sometimes  fail.' 

'  And  a  friend's  anxiety  about  Miss  Henley's 
affairs  sometimes  takes  a  mighty  disagreeable 
form,'  the  Irishman  added,  his  temper  begin- 
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riing  to  show  itself  without  disguise.  '  Let's 
suppose  the  worst  that  can  happen,  and  get 
all  the  sooner  to  the  end  of  a  conversation 
which  is  far  from  being  agreeable  to  me. 
We'll  say,  if  you  like,  tliat  Miss  Henley's 
shares  are  waste  paper,  and  her  pockets  (God 
bless  her !)  as  empty  as  pockets  can  be,  does 
she  run  any  other  risk  that  occurs  to  your 
ingenuity  in  becoming  my  wife  ? ' 

'  Yes,  she  does,'  Hugh  was  provoked  into 
saying.  '  In  the  case  you  have  just  supposed, 
she  runs  the  risk  of  being  left  a  destitute 
widow — if  you  die.' 

He  was  prepared  for  an  angry  reply — for 
another  quarrel  added,  on  that  disastrous 
night,  to  the  quarrel  with  Mr.  Henley.  To 
his  astonishment,  Lord  Harry's  brightly- 
expressive  eyes  rested  on  him  with  a  look 
of  mingled  distress  and  alarm.  'God  forgive 
me  ! '  he  said  to  himself,  '  I  never  thought  of 
that!    What  am  I  to  do?    What  am  I  to  do?' 
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Mount] oy  observed  that  deep  discourage- 
ment and  failed  to  understand  it. 

Here  was  a  desperate  adventurer,  whose 
wanderings  had  over  and  over  again  placed 
his  life  in  jeopardy,  now  apparently  overcome 
by  merely  having  his  thoughts  directed  to  the 
subject  of  death !  To  place  on  the  circum- 
stances such  a  construction  as  this  was  im- 
possible, after  a  moment's  reflection.  The 
other  alternative  was  to  assume  that  there 
must  be  some  anxiety  burdening  Lord  Harry's 
mind,  which  he  had  motives  for  keeping 
concealed — and  here  indeed  the  true  explana- 
tion had  been  found.  The  Irish  lord  had 
reasons,  known  only  to  himself,  for  recoiling 
from  the  contemplation  of  his  own  future. 
After  the  murder  of  Arthur  Mountjoy,  lie 
had  severed  his  connection  with  the  assassi- 
nating brotherhood  of  the  Invincibles  ;  and  he 
had  then  been  warned  that  he  took  this  step 
at  the  peril  of  his  life,  if  he  remained  in  Great 
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Britain  after  he  had  made  himself  an  object 
of  distrust  to  his  colleagues.  The  discovery, 
by  the  secret  tribunal,  of  his  return  from 
South  Africa  would  be  followed  inevitably  by 
the  sentence  of  death.  Such  was  the  terrible 
position  which  Mountjoy's  reply  had  igno- 
rantly  forced  him  to  confront.  His  fate 
depended  on  the  doubtful  security  of  his 
refuge  in  the  doctor's  house. 

While  Hugh  was  still  looking  at  him,  in 
grave  doubt,  a  new  idea  seemed  to  spring  to 
life  in  Lord  Harry's  mind.  He  threw  off  the 
oppression  that  had  weighed  on  his  spirits  in 
an  instant.  His  manner  towards  Mountjoy 
changed,  with  the  suddenness  of  a  flash  of 
light,  from  the  extreme  of  coldness  to  the 
extreme  of  cordiality. 

'  I  have  got  it  at  last ! '  he  exclaimed. 
'  Let's  shake  hands.  My  dear  sir,  you're  the 
best  friend  I  have  ever  had  ! ' 
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The   cool   Enc^lisliman   asked :    '  In   what 
way 


'  In  this  way,  to  be  sure !  You  have 
reminded  me  that  I  can  provide  for  Miss 
Henley — and  the  sooner  the  better.  There's 
our  friend  the  doctor  downstairs,  ready  to  be 
my  reference.     Don't  you  see  it  ?  ' 

Obstacles  that  might  prevent  the  mar- 
riage, Mountjoy  was  ready  enough  to  see. 
Facilities  that  might  hasten  the  marriage, 
found  his  mind  hard  of  access  to  new  im- 
pressions. 

'  Are  you  speaking  seriously  ?  '  he  said. 

The  Irishman's  irritable  temper  began  to 
show  itself  again. 

'  Why  do  you  doubt  it  ? '  he  asked. 

'  I  fail  to  understand  you,'  Mountjoy 
replied. 

Never — as  events  were  yet  to  prove — had 
words   of    such    serious   import   fallen   from 
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Lord  Harry's  lips  as  the  words  that  he  spoke 
next. 

'  Clear  your  mind  of  jealousy,'  he  said, 
'  and  you  will  understand  me  well  enough. 
I  agree  with  you  that  I  am  bound  to  provide 
for  my  widow — and  I  mean  to  do  it  by 
insuring  my  life.' 


THE    END    OF   THE   SECO^'D    PERIOD 
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THIRD    PERIOD 
CHAPTER  XXIII 

NEWS   OF   IRIS 

iFTER  his  interview  with  the  Irish 
lord,  Mountjoy  waited  for  two 
days,  in  the  expectation  of  hearing 
from  Iris.  No  reply  arrived.  Had  Mr. 
Vimpany  failed  to  forward  the  letter  that  had 
been  entrusted  to  him  ? 

On  the  third  day,  Hugh  wrote  to  make 
inquiries. 

The  doctor  returned  the  letter  that  had 
been  confided  to  his  care,  and  complained  in 
his  reply  of  the  ungrateful  manner  in  which 
he  had  been  treated.     Miss  Henley  had  not 
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trusted  him  with  her  new  address  in  London  ; 
and  Lord  Harry  had  suddenly  left  Redburn 
Eoad ;  bidding  his  host  good-bye  in  a  few 
lines  of  commonplace  apology,  and  nothing 
more.  Mr.  Yimpany  did  not  deny  that  he 
had  been  paid  for  his  medical  services ;  but, 
he  would  ask,  was  nothing  due  to  friendship  ? 
Was  one  man  justified  in  enjoying  another 
man's  hospitality,  and  then  treating  him  like 
a  stranger  ?  '  I  have  done  with  them  both — ■ 
and  I  recommend  you,  my  dear  sir,  to  follow 
my  example.'  In  those  terms  the  angry  (and 
sober)  doctor  expressed  his  sentiments,  and 
offered  his  advice. 

Mountjoy  laid  down  the  letter  in  despair. 

His  last  poor  chance  of  preventing  the 
marriage  depended  on  his  being  still  able  to 
communicate  with  Iris — and  she  was  as  com- 
pletely lost  to  him  as  if  she  had  taken  flight 
to  the  other  end  of  the  world.  It  might  have 
been  possible  to  discover  her  by  following  the 
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movements  of  Lord  Harry,  but  he  too  had 
disappeared  without  leaving  a  trace  behind 
him.  The  precious  hours  and  days  were 
passing — and  Hugh  was  absolutely  helpless. 

Tortured  by  anxiety  and  suspense,  he  still 
lingered  at  the  hotel  in  London.  More  than 
once  he  decided  on  giving  up  the  struggle, 
and  returning  to  his  pretty  cottage  in  Scot- 
land. More  than  once  he  deferred  taking 
the  journey.  At  one  time,  he  dreaded  to 
hear  that  Iris  was  married,  if  she  wrote  to 
him.  At  another  time,  he  felt  mortified  and 
disappointed  by  the  neglect  Avhich  her  silence 
implied.  Was  she  near  him,  or  far  from  him  ? 
In  England,  or  out  of  England  ?  Who  could 
say  I 

After  more  weary  days  of  waiting  and 
suffering  a  letter  arrived,  addressed  to  Mount- 
joy  in  a  strange  handwriting,  and  bearing  the 
post-mark  of  Paris.  The  signature  revealed 
that  his  correspondent  was  Lord  Harry. 
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His  first  impulse  was  to  throw  the  letter 
into  the  fire,  unread.  There  could  be  little 
doubt,  after  the  time  tha't  had  passed,  of  the 
information  that  it  would  contain.  Could  he 
endure  to  be  told  of  the  marriage  of  Iris, 
by  the  man  who  was  her  husband  ?  Never  ! 
There  w^as  something  humiliating  in  the  veiy 
idea  of  it.  He  arrived  at  that  conclusion — 
and  what  did  he  do  in  spite  of  it  ?  He  read 
the  letter. 

Lord  Harry  wrote  with  scrupulous  j^olite- 
ness  of  expression  ;  he  regretted  that  circum- 
stances had  prevented  him  from  calling  on  Mr. 
Mountjoy,  before  he  left  England.  After  the 
conversation  that  had  taken  place  at  Mr. 
Vimpany's  house,  he  felt  it  his  duty  to  inform 
Mr.  Mountjoy  that  he  had  insured  his  life — 
and,  he  would  add,  for  a  sum  of  money 
amply,  and  more  than  ampl}^,  sufiicient  to 
provide  for  liis  wife  in  tlie  event  of  her  sur- 
viving  him.      Lady  Harry  desired  her  kind 
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regards,  and  would  write  immediately  to  her 
old  and  valued  friend.  In  the  meantime,  he 
would  conclude  by  repeating  the  expression 
of  his  sense  of  obhgation  to  Mr.  Mountjoy. 

Hugh  looked  back  at  the  first  page  of  the 
letter,  in  search  of  the  writer's  address. 
It  was  simply  '  Paris.'  The  intention  to 
prevent  any  further  correspondence,  or  any 
personal  communication,  could  hardly  have 
been  more  plainly  implied.  In  another 
moment,  the  letter  was  in  the  fire. 

In  two  days  more,  Hugh  heard  from  Iris. 

She,  too,  Avrote  regretfully  of  the  sudden 
departure  from  England  ;  adding,  however, 
that  it  was  her  own  doing.  A  slip  of  the 
tongue,  on  Lord  Harry's  part,  in  the  course  of 
conversation,  had  led  her  to  fear  that  he  was 
still  in  danger  from  political  conspirators  with 
whom  he  had  imprudently  connected  himself. 
She  had  accordingly  persuaded  him  to  tell  her 
the  whole  truth,  and  had  thereupon  insisted 
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on  an  immediate  departure  for  the  Continent. 
She  and  her  husband  were  now  hving  in 
Paris;  Lord  Harry  having  friends  in  that  city 
whose  influence  might  prove  to  be  of  great 
importance  to  his  pecuniary  prospects.  Some 
sentences  followed,  expressing  the  writer's 
grateful  remembrance  of  all  that  she  had 
owed  to  Hugh  in  past  days,  and  her  earnest 
desire  that  they  might  still  hear  of  each  other 
from  time  to  time,  by  correspondence.  She 
could  not  venture  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
of  receiving  a  visit  from  him,  under  present 
circumstances.  But,  she  hoped  that  he  would 
not  object  to  write  to  her,  addressing  his  let- 
ters, for  the  present,  to  post-restante. 

In  a  postscript  a  few  words  were  added, 
alluding  to  Mr.  Vimpany.  Hugh  was  re- 
quested not  to  answer  any  inquiries  which 
that  bad  man  might  venture  to  make,  relating 
to  her  husband  or  to  herself.  In  the  bygone 
days,  she  had  been  thankful  to  the  doctor  for 
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the  care  which  he  had  taken,  medically  speak- 
ing, of  Ehoda  Bennet.  But,  since  that  time, 
his  behaviour  to  his  wife,  and  the  opinions 
which  he  had  expressed  in  familiar  conversa- 
tion witli  Lord  Harry,  had  convinced  her  that 
he  was  an  unprincipled  person.  All  further 
communication  with  him  (if  her  influence 
could  prevent  it)  must  come  to  an  end. 

Still  as  far  as  ever  from  feeling  reconciled 
to  the  marriage,  Mountjoy  read  this  letter 
with  a  feeling  of  resentment  which  disinclined 
him  to  answer  it. 

He  believed  (quite  erroneously)  that  Iris 
had  written  to  him  under  the  superintendence 
of  her  husband.  There  were  certain  phrases 
which  had  been,  as  he  chose  to  suspect,  dic- 
tated by  Lord  Harry's  distrust — -jealous  dis- 
trust, perhaps — of  his  wife's  friend.  Mountjoy 
would  wait  to  reply,  until,  as  he  bitterly  ex- 
pressed it,  L^is  was  able  to  write  to  him 
without  the  assistance  of  her  mastei*. 
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Again  he  thought  of  returning  to  Scotland 
— and,  again,  he  hesitated. 

On  this  occasion,  he  discovered  objections 
to  the  cottage  which  had  not  occurred  to  him 
while  Iris  was  a  single  woman.  The  situation 
was  solitary ;  his  nearest  neighbours  were 
fishermen.  Here  and  there  at  some  little 
distance,  there  were  only  a  few  scattered 
houses  inhabited  by  retired  tradesmen. 
Further  away  yet,  there  was  the  country-seat 
of  an  absent  person  of  distinction,  whose  health 
suffered  in  the  climate  of  Scotland.  The  lonely 
life  in  prospect,  on  the  shores  of  the  Solway, 
now  daunted  Mountjoy  for  the  first  time. 

He  decided  on  trying  what  society  in  London 
would  do  to  divert  his  mind  froin  the  burdens 
and  anxieties  that  weighed  on  it.  Acquaint- 
ances whom  he  had  neglected  were  pleasantly 
surprised  by  visits  from  their  rich  and  agreeable 
young  friend.  He  attended  dinner-parties  ;  he 
roused  hopes  in  mothers   and  daughters  by 
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accepting  invitations  to  balls  ;  he  reappeared 
at  his  club.  Was  there  any  relief  to  his  mind 
in  this  ?  Was  there  even  amusement  ?  No  ;  he 
was  acting  a  part,  and  he  found  it  a  hard  task 
to  keep  up  appearances.  After  a  brief  and 
brilliant  interval,  society  knew  him  no  more. 

Left  by  himself  again  he  enjoyed  one  happy 
evening  in  London.  It  was  the  evening  on 
which  he  relented,  in  spite  of  himself,  and 
wrote  to  Iris. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 
LORD  Harry's  honeymoon 

JHE  next  day,  Hugh  received  a  visit 
from  the  last  person  in  the  httle 
world  of  his  acquaintance  wliom 
he  expected  to  see.  The  lost  Mrs.  Yimpany 
presented  herself  at  the  hotel. 

She  looked  unnaturally  older  since  Mount- 
joy  had  last  seen  her.  Her  artificial  com- 
plexion was  gone.  The  discarded  rouge  that 
had  once  overlaid  her  cheeks,  through  a  long 
succession  of  years,  had  left  the  texture  of  the 
skin  coarse,  and  had  turned  the  colour  of  it 
to  a  dull  yellowish  tinge.  Her  hair,  once  so 
skilfully  darkened,  was  now  permitted  to  tell 
the  truth,  and  revealed  the  sober  colouring  of 
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age,  in  gray.  The  lower  face  had  fallen  away 
in  substance ;  and  even  the  penetrating 
brightness  of  her  large  dark  eyes  was  a  little 
dimmed.  All  that  had  been  left  in  her  of  the 
attractions  of  past  days,  owed  its  vital  pre- 
servation to  her  stao^e  trainincf.  Her  suave 
grace  of  movement,  and  the  deep  elocutionary 
melody  of  her  voice,  still  identified  Mrs. 
Vimpany — disguised  as  she  was  in  a  dress  of 
dull  brown,  shorn  without  mercy  of  the 
milliner's  hideous  improvements  to  the  figure. 
'  Will  you  shake  hands  with  me,  Mr.  Mount 
joy  ?  '  Those  were  the  first  words  she  said  to 
him,  in  a  sad  subdued  manner,  on  entering  the 
room. 

'  Why  not  ? '  Hugh  asked,  giving  her  his 
hand. 

'  You  can  have  no  very  favourable 
remembrance  of  me,'  she  answered.  '  But  I 
hope  to  produce  a  better  impression — if  you 
can  spare  me  a  little  of  your  time.     You  may, 
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or  may  not,  have  heard  of  my  separation  from 
my  husband.  Anyway,  it  is  needless  to 
trouble  you  on  the  subject ;  you  know  Mr. 
Vimpany  ;  you  can  guess  what  I  have  suffered, 
and  why  I  have  left  him.  If  he  comes  to 
you,  I  hope  you  will  not  tell  him  where  Lady 
Harry  is ' 

Hugh  interposed :  '  Pray  don't  speak  of 
her  by  that  name !  Call  her  '•  Iris,"  as  I 
do.' 

A  faint  reflection  of  the  old  stage-smile 
trembled  on  Mrs.  Vimpany 's  worn  and  weary 
face  : 

'Ah,  Mr.  Mountjoy,  I  know  whom  she 
ought  to  have  married !  The  worst  enemy  of 
women  is  their  ignorance  of  men — and  they 
only  learn  to  know  better,  when  it  is  too  late. 
I  try  to  be  hopeful  for  Iris,  in  the  time  to 
come,  but  my  fears  conquer  me.' 

She  paused,  sighed,  and  pressed  her  open 
hand  on  her  bosom  ;  unconsciously  betraying 
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in  that  action  some  of  the  ineradicable  train- 
ing of  the  theatre. 

'  I  am  ahnost  afraid  to  say  that  I  love  Iris,' 
she  resumed  ;  '  but  this  I  know  ;  if  I  am  not  so 
bad  as  I  once  was,  I  owe  it  to  that  dearest 
and  sweetest  of  women !  But  for  the  days 
that  I  passed  in  her  company,  I  might  never 
have  tried  to  atone  for  my  past  life  by  works 
of  mercy.  When  other  people  take  the  way 
of  amendment,  I  wonder  whether  they  find  it 
as  hard  to  foUoAV,  at  first,  as  I  did  ?  ' 

'  There  is  no  doubt  of  it,  Mrs.  Yimpany — 
if  people  are  sincere.  Beware  of  the  sinners 
Avho  talk  of  sudden  conversion  and  perfect 
happiness.  May  I  ask  how  you  began  your 
new  life  ? ' 

'I  began  unhappily,  Mr.  Mountjoy — I 
joined  a  nursing  Sisterhood.  Before  long,  a 
dispute  broke  out  among  them.  Think  of 
women  who  call  themselves  Christians, 
quarrelling     about     churches     and     church 
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services — priest's  vestments  and  attitudes, 
and  candles  and  incense !  I  left  tliem, 
and  went  to  a  hospital,  and  found  the 
doctors  better  Christians  than  the  Sisters.  I 
am  not  talking  about  my  own  poor  self  (as 
you  will  soon  see)  without  a  reason.  My 
experience  in  the  hospital  led  to  other  things. 
I  nursed  a  lady  through  a  tedious  illness,  and 
was  trusted  to  take  her  to  some  friends  in  the 
south  of  France.  On  my  return,  I  thought  of 
staying  for  a  few  days  in  Paris — it  was  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  how  the  nurses  did  their 
work  in  the  French  hospitals.  And,  oh,  it 
was  far  more  than  that !  In  Paris,  I  found 
Iris  again.' 

'  By  accident  ?  '  Hugh  asked. 

'  I  am  not  sure,'  Mrs.  Vimpany  answered, 
'  that  there  are  such  things  as  meetings  by 
accident.  She  and  her  husband  were  among 
the  crowds  of  people  on  the  Boulevards,  who 
sit  taking  their  coffee  in  view  of  the  other 
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crowds,  passing  along  the  street.  I  went  by, 
without  noticing  them.  She  saw  me,  and 
sent  Lord  Harry  to  bring  me  back.  I  have 
been  with  them  every  day,  at  her  invitation, 
from  that  time  to  this  ;  and  I  have  seen  their 
hfe.' 

She  stopped,  noticing  that  Hugh  grew 
restless.  '  I  am  in  doubt,'  she  said,  '  whether 
you  wish  to  hear  more  of  their  life  in  Paris.' 

Mountjoy  at  once  controlled  himself 

'  Go  on,'  he  said  quietly. 

'  Even  if  I  tell  you  that  Iris  is  perfectly 
happy  ? ' 

'  Go  on,'  Hugh  repeated. 

'  May  I  confess,'  she  resumed,  '  that  her 
husband  is  irresistible — not  only  to  his  wife, 
but  even  to  an  old  woman  like  me  ?  After 
having  known  him  for  years  at  his  worst,  as 
well  as  at  his  best,  I  am  still  foolisli  enough 
to  feel  the  charm  of  his  high  spirits  and  his 
delightful  good-humour.  Sober  English  people, 
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if  they  saw  him  now,  would  ahiiost  think  him 
a  fit  subject  to  be  placed  under  restraint. 
One  of  his  wild  Irish  ideas  of  expressing 
devotion  to  his  wife  is,  that  they  shall  forget 
they  are  married,  and  live  the  lives  of  lovers. 
When  they  dine  at  a  restaurant,  he  insists  on 
having  a  private  room.  He  takes  her  to 
public  balls,  and  engages  her  to  dance  with 
him  for  the  whole  evening.  When  she  stays 
at  home,  and  is  a  little  fatigued,  he  sends  me 
to  the  piano,  and  whirls  her  round  the  room 
in  a  waltz.  "  Nothing  revives  a  woman,"  he 
says,  "  like  dancing  with  the  man  she  loves." 
When  she  is  out  of  breath,  and  I  shut  up  the 
piano,  do  you  know  what  he  does?  He 
actually  kisses  Me — and  says  he  is  expressing 
his  wife's  feeling  for  me  when  she  is  not  able 
to  do  it  herself!  He  sometimes  dines  out 
with  men,  and  comes  back  all  on  fire  with  the 
good  wine,  and  more  amiable  than  ever.  On 
these  occasions  his  pockets  are  full  of  sweet- 
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meats,  stolen  for  "  his  angel"  from  the  dessert. 
''  Am  I  a  httle  tipsy  ?  "  he  asks.  "  Oh,  don't  be 
angry  ;  it's  all  for  love  of  you.  I  have  been 
in  the  highest  society,  my  darling ;  proposing 
your  health  over  and  over  and  over  again, 
"and  drinking  to  you  deeper  than  all  the  rest 
of  the  company.  You  don't  blame  me  ?  Ah , 
but  I  blame  myself.  I  was  wrong  to  leave 
you,  and  dine  with  men.  What  do  I  want 
with  the  society  of  men,  when  I  have  your 
society  ?  Drinking  your  health  is  a  lame 
excuse.  I  will  refuse  all  invitations  for  the 
future  that  don't  include  my  wife."  And — 
mind  ! — he  really  means  it,  at  the  time.  Two 
or  three  days  later,  he  forgets  his  good 
resolutions,  and  dines  with  the  men  again,  and 
comes  home  with  more  charming  excuses,  and 
stolen  sweetmeats,  and  good  resolutions.  I 
am  afraid  I  weary  you,  Mr.  Mountjoy.' 

'  You  surprise  me,'  Hugh  replied.     '  Why 
do  I  hear  all  this  of  Lord  Harry  ? ' 
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Mrs.  Vimpany  left  her  chair.  The  stage 
directions  of  other  days  had  accustomed  her 
to  rise  when  the  character  she  played  had 
anything  serious  to  say.  Her  own  character 
still  felt  the  animating  influence  of  dramatic 
habit :  she  rose  now,  and  laid  her  hand  im- 
pressively on  Mountjoy's  shoulder. 

'I  have  not  thoughtlessly  tried  your 
patience,'  she  said.  '  Now  that  I  am  away 
from  the  influence  of  Lord  Harry,  I  can  recall 
my  former  experience  of  him  ;  and  I  am  afraid 
I  can  see  the  end  that  is  coming.  He  will 
drift  into  bad  company  ;  he  will  listen  to  bad 
advice  ;  and  he  will  do  things  in  the  future 
which  he  might  shrink  from  doing  now. 
When  that  time  comes,  I  fear  him !  I  fear 
him  ! ' 

'  When  that  time  comes,'  Hugh  repeated, 
*  if  I  have  any  influence  left  over  his  wife,  he 
shall  find  her  capable  of  protecting  herself. 
Will  you  give  me  her  address  in  Paris  ? ' 
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'  Willingly — if  you  will  promise  not  to  go 
to  her  till  she  really  needs  you  ? ' 

'  Who  is  to  decide  when  she  needs  me  ?  ' 

'  1  am  to  decide,'  Mrs.  Yimpany  answered  ; 
'  Iris  writes  to  me  confidentially.  If  anything 
happens  which  she  may  be  unwilling  to  trust  to 
a  letter,  I  believe  I  shall  hear  of  it  from  her 
maid.' 

'  Are  you  sure  the  maid  is  to  be  relied  on?' 
Mountjoy  interposed. 

'  She  is  a  silent  creature,  so  far  as  I  know 
anything  of  her,'  Mrs.  Yimpany  admitted ; 
'  and  her  manner  doesn't  invite  confidence. 
But  I  have  spoken  with  Fanny  Mere  ;  I  am 
satisfied  that  she  is  true  to  her  mistress  and 
grateful  to  her  mistress  in  her  own  strange 
way.  If  Iris  is  in  any  danger,  I  shall  not  be 
left  in  ignorance  of  it.  Does  this  incline  you 
to  consult  with  me,  before  you  decide  on 
going  to  Paris  ?  Don't  stand  on  ceremony ; 
say  honestly.  Yes  or  No.' 
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Honestly,  Hugh  said  '  Yes.' 

He  was  at  once  trusted  with  the  address 
of  Iris.  At  the  same  time,  Mrs.  Vimpany 
undertook  that  he  should  know  what  news 
she  received  from  Paris  as  soon  as  she  knew  it 
herself.  On  that  understanding  they  parted, 
for  the  time  being. 
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CHAPTER  XXV 

THE   DOCTOR   IN  DIFFICULTIES 

iLOWLY  the  weeks  passed.  Strictly 
Mrs.  Vimpany  kept  her  promise. 
When  she  heard  from  Iris  the 
letter  was  always  sent  to  Hugh,  to  be  returned 
after  he  had  read  it.  Events  in  the  lives  of 
the  newly-married  pair,  many  of  which  pointed 
to  the  end  that  Mrs.  Vimpany  saw  and 
dreaded,  were  lightly,  sometimes  jestingly, 
related  by  the  young  wife.  Her  blind  belief 
in  her  husband,  sincerely  asserted  in  the 
earlier  part  of  the  correspondence,  began  to 
betray,  in  her  later  letters,  signs  of  self- 
delusion.  It  was  sad  indeed  to  see  that 
bright    inteUigence    rendered    incapable    of 
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conceiving  suspicions,  which  might  have  oc- 
curred to  the  mind  of  a  child. 

When  the  latest  news  from  Paris  followed, 
in  due  course,  Mountjoy  was  informed  of  it 
by  a  note  from  Mrs.  Vimpany,  expressed  in 
these  terms  : 

'  My  last  letter  from  Iris  is  really  no  letter 
at  all.  It  simply  encloses  a  circular,  with  her 
love,  and  asks  me  to  send  it  on  to  you.  If  it 
is  in  your  power  to  make  inquiries  in  the 
right  quarter,  I  am  sure  you  will  not  hesitate 
to  take  the  trouble.  There  can  be  little 
doubt,  as  I  think,  that  Lord  Harry  is  engaged 
in  a  hazardous  speculation,  more  deeply  than 
his  wife  is  willing  to  acknowledge.' 

The  circular  announced  the  contemplated 
publication  of  a  weekly  newspaper,  printed 
partly  in  English  and  partly  in  French,  having 
its  chief  office  in  Paris,  and  being  intended  to 
dispute  the  advantages  of  a  European  circula- 
tion with  the  well-known  Continental  journal 
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called  Galignanis  Messenger,  A  first  list  of 
contributors  included  names  of  some  notoriety 
in  the  literature  of  England  and  the  literature 
of  France.  Speculators  who  wished  to  know, 
in  the  first  place,  on  what  security  they  might 
reckon,  were  referred  to  the  managing  com- 
mittee, represented  by  persons  of  importance 
in  the  financial  worlds  of  London  and  Paris. 

Being  in  a  position  to  make  the  inquiries 
which  Mrs.  Yimpany  had  suggested,  Hugh 
received  information  which  verified  the  state- 
ments contained  in  the  circular,  and  vouched 
for  the  good  faith  of  those  persons  who  were 
concerned  in  directing  the  speculation.  So 
far,  so  good. 

But,  when  the  question  of  success  was 
next  discussed,  the  authorities  consulted  shook 
their  wise  heads.  It  was  impossible  to  say 
what  losses  might  not  be  suffered,  and  what 
sums  of  money  might  not  be  required,  before 
the  circulation  of  the  new  journal  would  justify 
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the  hope  of  success.  This  opinion  Hugh  com- 
municated to  Mrs.  Yimpany ;  Iris  was  informed 
of  it  by  that  day's  post. 

A  longer  time  than  usual  elapsed  before 
any  further  news  of  Lord  Harry  and  his  wife 
was  received  by  Mountjoy.  When  he  did  at 
last  hear  again  from  Mrs.  Yimpany,  she  for- 
warded a  letter  from  Iris  dated  from  a  new 
address,  in  the  suburb  of  Paris  called  Passy. 

From  motives  of  economy  (Iris  wrote)  her 
husband  had  decided  on  a  change  of  residence. 
They  were  just  established  in  their  new  abode, 
with  the  advantages  of  a  saving  in  rent,  a  pretty 
little  garden  to  cultivate,  and  purer  air  to 
breathe  than  the  air  of  Paris.  There  the  letter 
ended,  without  the  slightest  allusion  to  the 
forthcoming  newspaper,  or  to  the  opinion  that 
had  been  pronounced  on  the  prospects  of 
success. 

In   forwarding  this   letter  Mrs.  Yimpany 
wrote  on  the  blank  page  as  follows :    '  I  am 
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sorry  to  add  that  some  disquieting  news  of  my 
husband  has  reached  me.  For  the  present,  I 
will  say  no  more.  It  is  at  least  possible  that 
the  report  may  not  be  worthy  of  belief.' 

A  few  days  later  the  report  was  confirmed, 
under  circumstances  which  had  certainly  not 
been  foreseen.  Mr.  Vimpany  himself  arrived 
at  the  hotel,  on  a  visit  to  Mountjoy. 

Always  more  or  less  superior  to  the  ami- 
able weakness  of  modesty,  the  doctor  seemed 
to  have  risen  higher  than  ever  in  his  own 
estimation,  since  Hugh  had  last  seen  him.  He 
strutted  ;  he  stared  confidently  at  persons  and 
things  ;  authority  was  in  his  voice  when  he 
spoke,  and  lofty  indulgence  distinguished  his 
manner  when  he  listened. 

'How  are  you?'  he  cried  with  grand 
gaiety,  as  he  entered  the  room.  '  Fine  weather, 
isn't  it,  for  the  time  of  the  year  .^  You  don't 
look  well.  I  wonder  whether  you  notice  any 
change  in  Me  .^  ' 
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'  You  seem  to  be  in  good  spirits,'  Hugh 
replied,  not  very  cordially. 

'  Do  I  carry  my  head  high  ?  '  Mr.  Vimpany 
went  on.  '  When  calamity  strikes  at  a  man, 
don't  iet  him  cringe  and  cry  for  pity — let  him 
hit  back  again !  Those  are  my  principles. 
Look  at  me.  Now  do  look  at  me.  Here  I 
am,  a  cultivated  person,  a  member  of  an 
honourable  profession,  a  man  of  art  and  ac- 
complishment— stripped  of  every  blessed  thing 
belonging  to  me  but  the  clothes  I  stand  up  in. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Mountjoy.  It's  the  hand, 
sir,  of  a  bankrupt.' 

'  You  don't  seem  to  mind  it  much,' 
Mountjoy  remarked. 

'  Why  should  I  mind  it  ?  '  asked  the  doctor. 
'  There  isn't  a  medical  man  in  England  who 
has  less  reason  to  reproach  himself  than  I 
have.  Have  I  wasted  money  in  rash  specula- 
tions ?  Not  a  farthing.  Have  I  been  fool 
enough  to  bet  at  horse-races  ?  My  worst  enemy 
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daren't  say  it  of  me.  What  have  I  done 
then  ?  I  have  toiled  after  virtue — that's  what 
I  have  done.  Oh,  there's  nothing  to  laugh 
at !  When  a  doctor  tries  to  be  the  medical 
friend  of  humanity ;  when  he  only  asks,  leave 
to  cure  disease,  to  soothe  pain,  to  preserve  life 
— isn't  that  virtue  ?  And  what  is  my  reward  ? 
I  sit  at  home,  waiting  for  my  suffering  fellow- 
creatures  ;  and  the  only  fellow-creatures  who 
come  to  me  are  too  poor  to  pay.  I  have  gone 
my  rounds,  callmg  on  the  rich  patients  whom 
I  bought  when  I  bought  the  practice.  Not 
one  of  them  wanted  me.  .  Men,  women,  and 
children,  were  all  inexcusably  healthy — devil 
take  them  !  Is  it  wonderful  if  a  man  becomes 
bankrupt,  in  such  a  situation  as  mine  ?  By 
Jupiter,  I  go  farther  than  that !  I  say,  a  man 
owes  it  to  himself  (as  a  protest  against  un- 
deserved neglect)  to  become  a  bankrupt.  If 
you  will  allow  me,  I'll  take  a  chair.' 

He  sat  down  with  an  air  of  impudent  in- 
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dependence,  and  looked  round  the  room.  A 
little  cabinet,  containing  liqueurs,  stood  open 
on  the  side-board.  Mr.  Yimpany  got  up  again. 
'  May  I  take  a  friendly  liberty  ?  '  he  said — and 
helped  himself,  without  waiting  for  permission. 

Hugh  bore  witli  this,  mindful  of  the  mis- 
take that  he  had  committed  in  consenting  to 
receive  the  doctor.  At  the  same  time  he  was 
sufficiently  irritated  to  take  a  friendly  liberty 
on  his  side.  He  crossed  the  room  to  the  side- 
board, and  locked  up  the  liqueurs.  Mr. 
Vimpany's  brazen  face  flushed  deeply  (not 
with  shame)  ;  he  opened  his  lips  to  say  some- 
thing worthy  of  himself,  controlled  the  impulse, 
and  burst  into  a  boisterous  laugh.  He  had 
evidently  some  favour  still  to  ask. 

'  Devilish  good  ! '  he  broke  out  cheerfully. 
'  Do  you  remember  the  landlady's  claret  ? 
Ha !  you  don't  want  to  tempt  me  this  time. 
Well !  well !  to  return  to  my  bankruptcy.' 

Hugh  had   heard  enough  of  liis  visitor's 
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bankruptcy.  '  I  am  not  one  of  your  credi- 
tors,' he  said. 

Mr.  Yimpany  made  a  smart  reply  :  'Don't 
you  be  too  sure  of  that.     Wait  a  httle.' 

'  Do  you  mean,'  Mountjoy  asked, '  that  you 
have  come  here  to  borrow  money  of  me  ?  ' 

'  Time — give  me  time,'  the  doctor  pleaded ; 
'  this  is  not  a  matter  to  be  despatched  in  a 
hurry  ;  this  is  a  matter  of  business.  You  will 
hardly  believe  it,'  he  resumed,  '  but  I  have 
actually  been  in  my  present  position,  once 
before.'  He  looked  towards  the  cabinet  of 
Hqueurs.  '  If  I  had  the  key,'  he  said, '  I  should 
like  to  try  a  drop  more  of  your  good  Cura^oa. 
You  don't  see  it  ?  ' 

'  I  am  waiting  to  hear  what  your  business 
is,'  Hugh  replied. 

Mr.  Yimpany's  pliable  temper  submitted 
with  perfect  amiability.  *  Quite  right,'  he 
said  ;  '  let  us  return  to  business.  I  am  a  man 
who  possesses  great  fertility  of  resource.     On 
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the  last  occasion  when  my  creditors  pounced 
on  my  property,  do  you  think  I  was  dis- 
couraged ?  Nothing  of  the  sort !  My  regular 
medical  practice  had  broken  down  under  me. 
Very  well — I  tried  my  luck  as  a  quack.  In 
plain  English,  I  invented  a  patent  medicine. 
The  one  thing  wanting  was  money  enough  to 
advertise  it.  False  friends  buttoned  up  their 
pockets.     You  see  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  yes  ;  I  see.' 

'  In  that  case,'  Mr.  Yimpany  continued, 
'  you  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  draw 
on  my  resources  again.  You  have  no  doubt 
noticed  that  we  live  in  an  age  of  amateurs. 
Amateurs  write,  paint,  compose  music,  per- 
form on  the  stage.  I,  too,  am  one  of  the  ac- 
complished persons  who  have  taken  possession 
of  the  field  of  Art.  Did  you  observe  tlie 
photographic  portraits  on  the  walls  of,  my 
dining-room?  They  are  of  my  doing,  sir — 
whether  you  observed  them  or  not.      I  am 


THE  DOCTOR  IN  DIFFICULTIES  105 

one  of  tlie  handy  medical  men,  who  can  use 
the  photograph.  Not  that  I  mention  it 
generally ;  the  public  liave  got  a  narrow- 
minded  notion  that  a  doctor  ought  to  be 
nothing  but  a  doctor.  My  name  won't  appear 
in  a  new  work  that  I  am  contemplating.  Of 
course,  you  want  to  know  what  my  new  work 
is.  ^I'll  tell  you,  in  the  strictest  confidence. 
Imagine  (if  you  can)  a  series  of  superb  photo- 
graphs of  the  most  eminent  doctors  in  England 
with  memoirs  of  their  lives  written  by  them- 
selves ;  published  once  a  month,  price  half  a 
crown.  If  there  isn't  money  in  that  idea, 
there  is  no  money  in  anything.  Exert  your- 
self, my  good  friend.  Tell  me  what  you  think 
of  it  ? ' 

'  I  don't  understand  the  subject,'  Mountjoy 
rephed.  '  May  I  ask  why  you  take  me  into 
5^our  confidence  P  ' 

'  Because  I  look  upon  you  as  my  best 
friend.' 
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'  You  are  very  good.  But  surely,  Mr. 
Vimpany,  you  have  older  friends  in  your  circle 
of  acquaintance  than  I  am.' 

'  Not  one,'  the  doctor  answered  promptly, 
'  whom  I  trust  as  I  trust  you.  Let  me  give 
you  a  proof  of  it.' 

'  Is  the  proof  in  any  way  connected  with 
money?  '  Hugh  inquired. 

'I  call  that  hard  on  me,'  Mr.  Vimpany 
protested.  '  No  unfriendly  interruptions, 
Mountjoy !  I  offer  a  proof  of  kindly  feeling. 
Do  you  mean  to  hurt  me  ? ' 

'  Certainly  not.     Go  on.' 

'  Thank  you  ;  a  little  encouragement  goes  a 
long  way  with  me.  I  have  found  a  bookseller 
who  will  jDublish  my  contemplated  work,  on 
commission.  Not  a  soul  has  yet  seen  tlie 
estimate  of  expenses.  I  propose  to  show  it  to 
You.' 

'  Quite  needless,  Mr.  Vimpany.' 

'  Why  quite  needless  ? ' 


THE  DOCTOR  IN  DIFFICULTIES  107 

^  Because  I  decline  lending  you  the 
money.' 

'No,  no,  Mountjoy !  You  can't  really 
mean  that  ? ' 

'  I  do  mean  it.' 

'No!' 

'  Yes  r 

The  doctor's  face  showed  a  sudden 
change  of  expression — a  sinister  and  threaten- 
ing change.  '  Don't  drive  me  into  a  corner,' 
he  said.     '  Think  of  it  again.' 

Hugh's  capacity  for  controlling  himself 
gave  way  at  last. 

'  Do  you  presume  to  threaten  me  ? '  he 
said.  '  Understand,  if  you  please,  that  my 
mind  is  made  up,  and  that  nothing  you  can 
say  or  do  will  alter  it.' 

With  that  declaration  he  rose  from  his 
chair,  and  waited  for  Mr.  Yimpany's  depar- 
ture. 

The    doctor    put    on    his    hat.     His    eyes 
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rested  on  Hugh,  with  a  look  of  diabolical 
malice :  'The  time  is  not  far  off,  Mr.  Mountjoy, 
when  you  may  be  sorry  you  refused  me.'  He 
said  those  words  deliberately — and  took  his 
leave. 

Eeleased  from  the  man's  presence,  Hugh 
found  himself  strangely  associating  the  in- 
terests of  Iris  with  the  language — otherwise 
beneath  notice — which  Mr.  Yimpany  had  used 
on  leaving  the  room. 

In  desperate  straits  for  want  of  money,  how 
would  the  audacious  bankrupt  next  attempt 
to  fill  his  empty  purse?  If  he  had,  by  any 
chance,  renewed  his  relations  with  his  Irish 
friend — and  such  an  event  was  at  least  pos- 
sible— his  next  experiment  in  the  art  of  raising 
a  loan  might  take  him  to  Paris.  Lord  Harry 
had  already  ventured  on  a  speculation  which 
called  for  an  immediate  outlay  of  money,  and 
which  was  only  expected  to  put  a  profit  into 
his  pocket  at  some  future  period.      In   the 
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meanwhile,  his  resources  in  money  had  tlieir 
hmits  ;  and  his  current  expenses  would  make 
imperative  demands  on  an  ill-filled  purse.  If 
the  temptation  to  fail  in  his  resolution  to 
respect  his  wife's  fortune  was  already  trying 
his  fortitude,  what  better  excuse  could  be 
offered  for  yielding  than  the  necessities  of  an 
old  friend  in  a  state  of  pecuniary  distress  ? 

Looking  at  the  position  of  Iris,  and  at  the 
complications  which  threatened  it,  from  this 
point  of  view,  Mountjoy  left  the  hotel  to  con- 
sult with  Mrs.  Vimpany.  It  rested  with  her 
to  decide  whether  the  circumstances  justified, 
his  departure  for  Paris. 


no 
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CHAPTER  XXYI 

LONDON   AND    PARIS 


NFOEMED  of  all  that 
could  tell  her 


relating  to  his 


interview  with 
her  husband, 
Mrs.  Yimpany 
understood 
and  appre- 
ciated his  fears 
for  the  future. 
She        failed, 

._      __^   however,      to 

"^^^^^^te--  agree  with 
him  that  he  would  do  well  to  take  the  journey 
to  France,  under  present  circumstances. 
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'  Wait  a  little  longer  in  London,'  she  said. 
'  If  Iris  doesn't  write  to  me  in  the  next  few 
days  there  will  be  a  reason  for  her  silence ; 
and  in  that  case  (as  I  have  already  told 
you)  I  shall  hear  from  Fanny  Mere.  You 
shall  see  me  when  I  get  a  letter  from 
Paris.' 

On  the  last  morning  in  the  week,  Mrs. 
Yimpany  was  announced.  The  letter  that  she 
brought  with  her  had  been  written  by  Fanny 
Mere.  With  the  pen  in  her  hand,  the  maid's 
remarkable  character  expressed  itself  as 
strongly  as  ever : 

'Madam, — I  said  I  would  let  you  know 
what  goes  on  here,  when  I  thought  there  was 
need  of  it.  There  seems  to  be  need  now. 
Mr.  Yimpany  came  to  us  yesterday.  He  has 
the  spare  bedroom.  My  mistress  says  nothing, 
and  writes  nothing.  For  that  reason,  I  send 
you  the  present  writing. — Your  humble  ser- 
vant, F.' 
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Mountjoy  was  perplexed  by  this  letter, 
plain  as  it  was. 

'  It  seems  strange,'  he  said,  '  that  Iris  her- 
self has  not  written  to  you.  She  has  never 
hitherto  concealed  her  opinion  of  Mr.  Vim- 
pany.' 

'  She  is  concealing  it  now,'  Mr.  Vimpany's 
wife  replied  gravely. 

'  Do  you  know  why  ? ' 

'I  am  afraid  I  do.  Iris  will  not  hesitate 
at  any  sacrifice  of  herself  to  please  Lord 
Harry.  She  will  give  him  her  money  when 
he  wants  it.  If  he  tells  her  to  alter  her 
opinion  of  my  husband,  she  will  obey  him. 
He  can  shake  her  confidence  in  me,  whenever 
he  pleases ;  and  he  has  very  likely  done  it 
already.' 

'  Surely  it  is  time  for  me  to  go  to  her  now  ? ' 
Hugh  said. 

'  Full  time,'  Mrs.  Vimpany  admitted — '  if 
you  can  feel  sure  of  yourself.    In  the  interests 
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of  Iris,  can  you  undertake  to  be  cool  and 
careful ? ' 

'  In  the  interests  of  Iris,  I  can  undertake 
anything.' 

'  One  word  more,'  Mrs.  Yimpany  continued, 
'  before  you  take  your  departure.  No  matter, 
whether  appearances  are  for  him,  or  against 
him,  be  always  on  your  guard  with  my  hus- 
band. Let  me  hear  from  you  while  you  are 
away ;  and  don't  forget  that  there  is  an 
obstacle  between  you  and  Iris,  which  will  put 
even  your  patience  and  devotion  to  a  hard 
trial.' 

'  You  mean  her  husband  ?  ' 

'I  do.' 

There  was  no  more  to  be  said.  Hugh  set 
forth  on  his  journey  to  Paris. 

On  the  morning  after  his  arrival  in  the 
French  capital,  Mountjoy  had  two  alternatives 
to  consider.     He  might  either  write  to  Iris, 

VOL.    II.  I 
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and  ask  when  it  would  be  convenient  to  lier 
to  receive  him — or  he  might  present  himself 
unexpectedly  in  the  cottage  at  Passy.  Eeilec- 
tion  convinced  him  that  his  best  chance  of 
placing  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  deception 
would  be  to  adopt  the  second  alternative,  and 
to  take  Lord  Harry  and  the  doctor  by  sur- 
prise. 

He  went  to  Passy.  The  lively  French 
taste  had  brightened  the  cottage  with  colour ; 
the  fair  white  windoAv  curtains  w^ere  tied  with 
rose-coloured  ribbons,  the  blinds  were  gaily 
painted,  the  chimneys  were  ornamental,  the 
small  garden  was  a  paradise  of  flowers. 
When  Mountjoy  rang  the  bell,  the  gate  was 
opened  by  Fanny  Mere.  She  looked  at  him 
in  grave  astonishment. 

'  Do  they  expect  you  .^  '  she  asked. 

'  Never  mind  that,'  Hugh  answered.  '  Are 
they  at  home  ?  ' 

'  They  have  just  finished  breakfast,  sir.' 
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'  Do  you  remember  my  name  ?  ' 
'  Yes,  sir.' 

'  Then  show  me  in.' 

Fanny  opened  the  door  of  a  room  on  the 
ground  floor,  and   announced :  '  Mr.   Mount- 

joy.' 

The  two  men  were  smoking ;  Iris  was 
watering  some  flowers  in  the  window.  Her 
colour  instantly  faded  when  Hugh  entered 
the  room.  In  doubt  and  alarm,  her  eyes 
questioned  Lord  Harry.  He  was  in  his  sweet- 
est state  of  good-humour.  Urged  by  the 
genial  impulse  of  the  moment,  he  set  the 
example  of  a  cordial  reception.  '  This  is  an 
agreeable  surprise,  indeed,'  he  said,  shaking 
hands  with  Mountjoy  in  his  easy  amiable 
way.  '  It's  kind  of  you  to  come  and  see  us.' 
Believed  of  anxiety  (evidently  when  she  had 
not  expected  it).  Iris  eagerly  followed  her 
husband's  example ;  her  face  recovered  its 
colour,    and    brightened    with    its    prettiest 
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smile.  Mr.  Yimpany  stood  in  a  corner  ;  his 
cigar  went  out ;  his  own  wife  would  hardly 
have  known  him  again — he  actually  presen- 
ted an  appearance  of  embarrassment !  Lord 
Harry  burst  out  laughing :  '  Look  at  him, 
Iris  !  The  doctor  is  shy  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life.'  'The  Irish  good  humour  was  irresis- 
tible. The  young  wife  merrily  echoed  her 
husband's  laugh.  Mr.  Yimpany,  observing 
the  friendly  reception  offered  to  Hugh,  felt 
the  necessity  of  adapting  himself  to  circum- 
stances. He  came  out  of  his  corner  with  an 
apology :  '  Sorry  I  misbehaved  myself,  Mr. 
Mountjoy,  when  I  called  on  you  in  London. 
Shake  hands.  No  offence — eh  .^ '  Iris,  in 
feverish  high  spirits,  mimicked  the  doctor's 
coarse  tones  when  he  repeated  his  favourite 
form  of  excuse.  Lord  Harry  clapped  his 
hands,  dehghted  with  his  wife's  clever  rail- 
lery :  '  Ha !  Mr.  Mountjoy,  you  don't  find 
that  her  married  life  has  affected  her  spirits  ! 
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May  I   hope   that   you   have   come   here   to 

breakfast  ?   The  table  is  ready  as  you  see ' 

'  And   I  have  been  taking  lessons,  Hugh,  in 
French  ways  of  cooking   eggs,'   Iris    added ; 
'  pray  let  me  show  you  what  I  can  do.'     The 
doctor    chimed    in    facetiously :    '  I'm    Lady 
Harry's    medical     referee ;    you'll    find     her 
French  delicacies  half  digested  for   you,  sir, 
before   you  can    open   your  mouth :    signed, 
Clarence  Yimpany,  member  of  the  College  of 
Surgeons.'      Eemembering     Mrs.     Yimpany 's 
caution,  Hugh  concealed  his  distrust  of  this 
outbreak  of  hospitable  gaiety,  and  made  his 
excuses.      Lord   Harry   followed,  with   more 
excuses,  on  his  part.     He  deplored  it — but  he 
was  obliged  to  go  out.     Had  Mr.  Mountjoy 
met  with  the  new  paper  which  was  to  beat 
Galignaiti  out  of  the  field?     The  Continental 
Herald — there   was  the   title.     'Forty   thou- 
sand copies   of  the   first   number   have  just 
flown  all  over  Europe  ;  we  have  our  agencies 
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in  every  town  of  importance,  at  every  point 
of  the  compass ;  and,  one  of  tlie  great  pro- 
prietors, my  dear  sir,  is  the  humble  individual 
who  now  addresses  you.'  His  bright  eyes 
sparkled  with  boyish  pleasure,  as  he  made 
that  announcement  of  his  own  importance. 
If  Mr.  Mountjoy  would  kindly  excuse  him,  he 
had  an  appointment  at  the  office  that  morn- 
ing. 'Get  your  hat,  Vimpany.  The  fact  is 
our  friend  here  carries  a  case  of  consumption 
in  his  pocket ;  consumption  of  the  purse,  you 
understand.  I  am  going  to  enrol  him  among 
the  contributors  to  the  newspaper.  A  series 
of  articles  (between  ourselves)  exposing  the 
humbug  of  physicians,  and  asserting  with  fine 
satirical  emphasis  the  overstocked  state  of  the 
medical  profession.  Ah,  well !  you'll  be  glad 
(won't  you  ?)  to  talk  over  old  times  with  Iris. 
My  angel,  show  our  good  friend  Tlie  Conti- 
nental Herald^  and  mind  you  keep  him  here 
till  we  get  back.     Doctor,  look  alive  !     Mr. 
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Mount]* oy,  au  revoir.'  They  shook  hands 
again  heartily.  As  Mrs.  Vimpany  had  con- 
fessed, there  was  no  resisting  the  Irish  lord. 

But    Hugh's   strange   experience   of  that 
morning  was  not  at  an  end,  yet. 
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CHAPTEE  XXVII 

THE    BRIDE    AT    HOME 

lEFT  alone  with  the  woman  whose 
charm  still  held  him  to  her,  cruelly 
as  she  had  tried  his  devotion  by 
her  marriage,  Moiintjoy  found  the  fluent  ami- 
ability of  the  husband  imitated  by  the  wife. 
She,  too,  when  the  door  had  hardly  closed 
on  Lord  Harry,  was  bent  on  persuading  Hugh 
that  her  marriage  had  been  the  happiest  event 
of  her  life. 

'  Will  you  think  the  worse    of  me,'    she 
began,  '  if  I  own  that  I  had  little   expectation 
of  seeing  you  again  ?  ' 
'  Certainly  not.  Iris.' 
'  Consider   my    situation,'    she    went    on. 
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'  Wlien  I  remembered  how  you  tried  (oh, 
conscientiously  tried  !)  to  prevent  my  marriage 
— how  you  predicted  the  miserable  results 
that  would  follow,  if  Harry's  life  and  my  life 
became  one — could  I  venture  to  hope  that 
you  would  come  here,  and  judge  for  yourself? 
Dear  and  good  friend,  I  have  nothing  to  fear 
from  the  result ;  your  presence  was  never 
more  welcome  to  me  than  it  is  now  ! ' 

Whether  it  was  attributable  to  prejudice 
on  Mountjoy's  part,  or  to  keen  and  just 
observation,  he  detected  something  artificial 
in  the  ring  of  her  enthusiasm  ;  there  was  not 
the  steady  light  of  truth  in  her -eyes,  which 
he  remembered  in  the  past  and  better  days  of 
their  companionship.  He  was  a  little — just  a 
little — irritated.  The  temptation  to  remind 
her  that  his  distrust  of  Lord  Harry  had  once 
been  her  distrust  too,  proved  to  be  more  than 
his  frailty  could  resist. 

'  Your   memory   is    generally    exact,'    he 
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said  ;  '  but  it  hardly  serves  you  now  as  well 
as  usual.' 

'  What  have  I  forgotten  ?  ' 

'You  have  forgotten  the  time,  my  dear, 

when   your    opinion  was  almost  as  strongly 

against    a    marriage    with    Lord    Harry    as 

mine.' 

Her  answer  was    ready  on   the   instant : 

'Ah,  I  didn't  know  him  then  as  well  as  I 

know  him  now  ! ' 

Some  men,  in  Mountjoy's  position,  might 
have  been  provoked  into  hinting  that  there 
were  sides  to  her  husband's  character  which 
she  had  probably  not  discovered  yet.  But 
Hugh's  gentle  temper — ruffled  for  a  moment 
only — had  recovered  its  serenity.  Her  friend 
was  her  true  friend  still ;  he  said  no  more  on 
the  subject  of  her  marriage. 

'Old  habits  are  not  easily  set  aside,'  he 
reminded  her.  '  I  have  been  so  long,  accus- 
tomed to  advise  you  and  help  you,  that  I  find 
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myself  hoping  there  may  be  some  need  for 
my  services  still.  Is  there  no  way  in  which 
I  might  reheve  you  of  the  hateful  presence  of 
Mr.  Vimpany  ?  ' 

'  My  dear  Hugh,  I  wish  you  had  not 
mentioned  Mr.  Yimpany.' 

Mountjoy  concluded  that  the  subject  was 
disagreeable  to  her.  'After  the  opinion  of 
him  which  you  expressed  in  your  letter  to 
me,'  he  said,  '  I  ought  not  to  have  spoken  of 
the  doctor.     Pray  forgive  me.' 

Iris  looked  distressed.  '  Oh,  you  are 
quite  mistaken !  The  poor  doctor  has  been 
sadly  misjudged;  and  I' — she  shook  her 
head,  and  sighed  penitently — '  and  I,'  she 
resumed,  '  am  one  among  other  people  w^ho 
have  ignorantly  wronged  him.  Pray  consult 
my  husband.  Hear  what  he  can  tell  you — 
and  you  will  pity  Mr.  Yimpany.  The  news- 
paper makes  such  large  demands  on  our 
means   that   we   can   do   little  to  help   him. 


124  BLIND  LOVE 

With   your   recommendation   he   might  find 
some  employment.' 

'  He  has  akeady  asked  me  to  assist  him, 
Iris  ;  and  I  have  refused.  I  can't  agree  witli 
your  change  of  opinion  about  Mr.  Yimpany.' 

'Why  not?  Is  it  because  he  has  separ- 
ated from  his  wife  .^  ' 

'  That  is  one  reason,  among  many  others,' 
Mountjoy  replied. 

'  Indeed,  indeed  you  are  wrong  :  Lord 
Harry  has  known  Mrs.  Yimpany  for  years, 
and  he  says — I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  it — 
that  the  separation  is  her  fault.' 

Hugh  changed  the  subject  again.  The 
purpose  which  had  mainly  induced  him 
to  leave  England  had  not  been  mentioned 
yet. 

Alluding  to  the  newspaper,  and  to  the 
heavy  pecuniary  demands  made  by  the  pre- 
liminary expenses  of  the  new  journal,  he 
reminded   Iris  that  their  lonc^    and   intimate 
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friendship  permitted  him  to  feel  some  interest 
in  her  affairs.  '  I  won't  venture  to  express 
an  opinion,'  he  added  ;  '  let  me  only  ask  if 
Lord  Harry's  investments  in  this  speculation 
have  compelled  him  to  make  some  use  of  your 
little  fortune  ?  ' 

'  My  husband  refused  to  touch  my  fortune,' 

Iris  answered.    '  But '    She  paused  there. 

'  Do  you  know  how  honourably,  how  nobly, 
he  has  behaved  ? '  she  abruptly  resumed. 
'  He  has  insured  his  life ;  he  has  burdened 
himself  with  the  payment  of  a  large  sum  of 
money  every  year.  And  all  for  me,  if  I  am 
so  unfortunate  (which  God  forbid!)  as  to 
survive  him.  When  a  large  share  in  the 
newspaper  was  for  sale,  do  you  think  I  could 
be  ungrateful  enough  to  let  him  lose  the 
chance  of  making  our  fortune,  when  the 
profits  begin  to  come  in?  I  insisted  on 
advancing  the  money — we  almost  quarrelled 
about  it — but,  you  know  how  sweet  he  is. 
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I  said  :  "  Don't  distress  me  ;  "  and  the  dearest 
of  men  let  me  have  my  own  way.' 

Mountjoy  hstened  in  silence.  To  have 
expressed  what  he  felt,  would  have  been  only 
to  mortify  and  ojffend  Iris.  Old  habit  (as  he 
had  said)  had  made  the  idea  of  devoting  him- 
self to  her  interests  the  uppermost  idea  in  his 
mind.  He  asked  if  the  money  had  all  been 
spent.  Hearing  that  some  of  it  was  still  left, 
he  resolved  on  making  the  attempt  to  secure 
the  remains  of  her  fortune  to  herself. 

'  Tell  me,'  he  said,  '  have  you  ever  heard 
of  such  a  thing  as  buying  an  annuity  ? ' 

She  knew  nothing  about  it.  He  carefully 
explained  the  method  by  which  a  moderate 
sum  of  money  might  be  made  to  purchase  a 
sufficient  income  for  life.  She  offered  no 
objection,  when  he  proposed  to  write  to  his 
lawyer  in  London  for  the  necessary  parti- 
culars. But  when  he  asked  her  to  tell  him 
what  the  sum  was  of  which   she  might  be 
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still  able  to  dispose,  Iris  hesitated,  and  made 
no  reply. 

This  time,  Hugh  arrived  at  tlie  right  con- 
clusion. 

It  was  only  too  plain  to  him  that  what 
remained  of  her  money  represented  an  amount 
so  trifling  that  she  was  ashamed  to  mention 
it.  Of  the  need  for  helping  her,  there  could 
be  no  doubt  now ;  and,  as  for  the  means,  no 
difficulties  presented  themselves  to  Mountjoy 
— always  excepting  the  one  obstacle  likely  to 
be  offered  by  the  woman  herself.  Experience 
warned  him  to  approach  her  delicately,  by 
the  indirect  way. 

'  You  know  me  well  enough,'  he  said,  '  to 
feel  sure  that  I  am  incapable  of  saying  any- 
thing which  can  embarrass  you,  or  cause  a 
moment's  misunderstanding  between  two  old 
friends.  Won't  you  look  at  me.  Iris,  when  I 
.  am  speaking  to  you  ? ' 

She  still  looked  away  from  him.     'I  am 
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afraid  of  what  you  are  going  to  say  to  me,' 
she  answered  coldly. 

'Then  let  me  say  it  at  once.  In  one  of 
your  letters,  written  long  since — I  don  t  sup- 
pose you  remember  it — you  told  me  that  I 
was  an  obstinate  man  when  I  once  took  a 
thing  into  my  head.  You  were  quite  right. 
My  dear,  I  have  taken  it  into  my  head  that 
you  will  be  as  ready  as  ever  to  accept  my 
advice,  and  w^ill  leave  me  (as  your  man  of 
business)  to  buy  the  annuity ' 

She  stopped  him. 

'  No,'  she  cried,  '  I  won't  hear  a  word 
more  !  Do  you  think  I  am  insensible  to  years  of 
kindness  that  I  have  never  deserved  ?  Do  you 
think  I  forget  how  nobly  you  have  forgiven 
me  for  those  cruel  refusals  which  have  sad- 
dened your  life?  Is  it  possible  that  you 
expect  me  to  borrow  money  of  You?'  She 
started  wildly  to  her  feet.  '  I  declare,  as  God 
hears  me,  I  would  rather  die  than  take  that 
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base,  that  shameful  advantage  of  all  your 
goodness  to  me.  The  woman  never  lived  who 
owed  so  much  to  a  man,  as  I  owe  to  you — 
but  not  money !  Oh,  my  dear,  not  money ! 
not  money ! ' 

He  was  too  deeply  touched  to  be  able  to 
speak  to  her — and  she  saw  it.  'What  a 
wretch  I  am,'  she  said  to  herself;  'I  have 
made  his  heart  ache  ! ' 

He  heard  those  words.  Still  feeling  for 
her — never,  never  for  himself! — he  tried  to 
soothe  her.  In  the  passion  of  her  self-re- 
proach, she  refused  to  hear  him.  Pacing  the 
room  from  end  to  end,  she  fanned  the  fiery 
emotion  that  was  consuming  her.  Now,  she 
reviled  herself  in  language  that  broke  through 
the  restraints  by  which  good  breeding  sets  its 
seal  on  a  woman's  social  rank.  And  now, 
again,  she  lost  herself  more  miserably  still, 
and  yielded  with  hysteric  recklessness  to  a 
bitter  outburst  of  gaiety. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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'  If  you  wish  to  be  married  happily,'  she 
cried,  '  never  be  as  fond  of  any  other  woman 
as  you  have  been  of  me.  We  are  none  of  us 
worth  it.  Laugh  at  us,  Hugh — do  anything 
but  beheve  in  us.  We  all  lie,  my  friend. 
And  I  have  been  lying — shamelessly  !  shame- 
lessly ! ' 

He  tried  to  check  her.  'Don't  talk  in 
that  way.  Iris,'  he  said  sternly. 

She  laughed  at  him.  '  Talk  ? '  she  re- 
peated.    '  It  isn't  talk  ;  it's  a  confession.' 

'  I  don't  desire  to  hear  your  confession.' 

'  You  must  hear  it — you  have  drawn  it 
out  of  me.  Come!  we'll  enjoy  my  humilia- 
tion together.  Contradict  every  word  I  said 
to  you  about  that  brute  and  blackguard,  the 
doctor — and  you  will  have  the  truth.  What 
horrid  inconsistency,  isn't  it?  I  can't  help 
myself;  I  am  a  wretched,  unreasonable  crea- 
ture ;  I  don't  know  my  own  mind  for  two 
days  together,  and  all  through  my  husband — 
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I  am  SO  fond  of  him !  Harry  is  delightfully 
innocent ;  he's  like  a  nice  boy ;  he  never 
seemed  to  think  of  Mr.  Yimpany,  till  it  was 
settled  between  them  that  the  doctor  was  to 
come  and  stay  here — and  then  he  persuaded 
me — oh,  I  don't  know  how  !  — to  see  his  friend 
in  quite  a  new  Hght.  I  believed  him — and  I 
believe  him  still — I  mean  I  would  believe 
him,  but  for  you.  Will  you  do  me  a  favour  ? 
I  wish  you  wouldn't  look  at  me  with  those 
eyes  that  won't  lie ;  I  wish  you  wouldn't 
speak  to  me  with  that  voice  which  finds  things 
out.  Oh,  good  Heavens !  do  you  suppose  I 
would  let  you  think  that  my  husband  is  a 
bad  man,  and  my  marriage  an  unhappy  one  ? 
Never  I  If  it  turns  my  blood  to  sit  and  eat 
at  the  same  table  with  Mr.  Vimpany,  I'm  not 
cruel  enough  to  blame  the  dear  doctor.  It's 
my  wickedness  that's  to  blame.  We  shall 
quarrel,  if  you  tell  me  that  Harry  is  capable 
of  letting  a  rascal  be  his  friend.     I'm  happy; 
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I'm  happy  ;  I'm  happy  !  do  you  understand 
that?  Oh,  Hugh,  I  wish  you  had  never  come 
to  see  me  ! ' 

She  burst  into  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping, 
broken  down  at  last  under  the  terrible  strain 
laid  on  her.  'Let  me  hide  myself!'  was  all 
that  Iris  could  say  to  her  old  friend — before 
she  ran  out  of  the  room,  and  left  him. 


She  burst  into  a  i>assionate  fit  of  ivceping,  broken  down  at  last  under  the  terrible 
strain  laid  on  her. 
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CHAPTEE  XXYIII 

THE   MAID   AND   THE   KEYHOLE 

IEEPLY  as  she  had  grieved  him, 
keenly  as  he  felt  that  his  worst 
fears  for  her  threatened  already 
to  be  realised,  it  was  characteristic  of  Mount- 
joy  that  he  still  refused  to  despair  of  Iris — 
even  with  the  husband's  influence  against 
him. 

The  moral  deterioration  of  her,  revealed 
in  the  false  words  that  she  had  spoken,  and 
in  the  deceptions  that  she  had  attempted, 
would  have  justified  the  saddest  misgivings, 
but  for  the  voluntary  confession  which  had 
followed,  and  the  sio-ns  wliich  it  had  si i own 
of  the  better  nature  still  struggling  to  assert 
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itself.  How  could  Hugh  hope  to  encourage 
that  effort  of  resistance  to  the  evil  influences 
that  were  threatening  her — first  and  foremost 
among  them  being  the  arrival  of  Vimpany  at 
the  cottage.  His  presence  kept  her  in  a  state 
of  perpetual  contention  between  her  own 
wise  instincts  which  distrusted  him,  and  her 
husband's  authoritative  assertions  which  re- 
commended him  to  her  confidence.  No 
greater  service  could  be  rendered  to  Iris  than 
the  removal  of  this  man — but  how  could  it 
be  accomplished,  without  giving  offence  to  her 
husband?  Mountjoy's  mind  was  still  in 
search  of  a  means  of  overcoming  the  obstacle 
thus  presented,  when  he  heard  the  door  open. 
Had  Iris  recovered  herself  ?  or  had  Lord 
Harry  and  his  friend  returned  ? 

The  person  who  now  entered   the  room 
was  the  strange  and  silent  maid,  Fanny  Mere. 

'  Can  I  speak  to  you,  sir  ?  ' 

'  Certainly.     What  is  it  ? ' 


THE  MAID  AND   THE  KEYHOLE  135 

'  Please  give  me  your  address.' 

'  For  your  mistress  ?  ' 

'  Yes.' 

'  Does  she  wish  to  write  to  me  ? ' 

'Yes.' 

Hugh  gave  the  strange  creature  the  ad- 
dress of  his  hotel  in  Paris.  For  a  moment, 
her  eyes  rested  on  him  with  an  expression  of 
steady  scrutiny.  She  opened  the  door  to  go 
out — stopped — considered — came  back  again. 

'  I  want  to  speak  for  myself,'  she  said. 
'  Do  you  care  to  hear  what  a  servant  has  to 
say  ?  ' 

Mountjoy  replied  that  he  was  ready  to 
•hear  what  she  had  to  say.  She  at  once 
stepped  up  to  him,  and  addressed  him  in 
these  words  ; 

'  I  think  you  are  fond  of  my  mistress  ? ' 

An  ordinary  man  might  have  resented  tlie 
famiUar  manner  in  which  she  had  expressed 
herself.     Mountjoy  waited  for  what  was  still 
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to  come.  Fanny  Mere  abruptly  went  on, 
with  a  nearer  approach  to  agitation  in  her 
manner  than  she  had  shown  yet : 

'  My  mistress  took  me  into  her  service  ; 
she  trusted  me  when  other  ladies  would  have 
shown  me  the  door.  When  she  sent  for  me 
to  see  her,  my  character  was  lost ;  I  had  no- 
body to  feel  for  me,  nobody  to  help  me.  She 
is  the  one  friend  who  held  out  a  hand  to  me. 
I  hate  the  men  ;  I  don't  care  for  the  women. 
Except  one.  Being  a  servant  I  mustn't  say  1 
love  that  one.  If  I  was  a  lady,  I  don't  know 
that  I  should  say  it.  Love  is  cant ;  love  is 
rubbish.  Tell  me  one  thing.  Is  the  doctor  a 
friend  of  yours  ?  ' 

'The  doctor  is  nothinc^  of  the  kind.' 

'  Perhaps  he  is  your  enemy  ?  ' 

'  I  can  hardly  say  that.' 

She  looked  at  Hugh  discontentedly.  '  I 
want  to  get  at  it,'  she  said.  '  Why  can't  we 
understand  each  otlier?     Will   you  lauo-h  at 
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me,  if  I  say  tlie  first  thing  that  comes  into  my 
head  ?     Are  you  a  good  swimmer  ?  ' 

An  extraordinary  question,  even  from 
Fanny  Mere.  It  was  put  seriously — and 
seriously  Mountjoy  answered  it.  lie  said 
that  he  was  considered  to  be  a  good  swim- 
mer. 

'  Perhaps,'  she  continued,  '  you  have  saved 
people's  lives  ? ' 

'  I  have  twice  been  so  fortunate  as  to  save 
lives,'  he  replied. 

'  If  you  saw  the  doctor  drowning,  would 
you  save  him  ?     1  wouldn't ! ' 

'  Do  you  hate  him  as  bitterly  as  that  ? ' 
Hugh  asked. 

She  passed  the  question  over  without 
notice.  '  I  wish  you  would  help  me  to  get  at 
it,'  she  persisted.  '  Suppose  you  could  rid  my 
mistress  of  that  man  by  giving  him  a  kick, 
would  you  up  witli  your  foot  and  do  it  ? ' 

'Yes —  with  pleasure.' 
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'  Thank  you,  sir.  Now  I've  got  it.  Mr. 
Mountjoy,  the  doctor  is  the  curse  of  my 
mistress's  life.  I  can't  bear  to  see  it.  If  we 
are  not  relieved  of  him  somehow,  I  shall  do 
something  wrong.  When  I  wait  at  table,  and 
see  him  using  his  knife,  I  want  to  snatch  it 
out  of  his  hand,  and  stick  it  into  him.  I  had 
a  hope  that  my  lord  might  turn  him  out  of 
the  house  when  they  quarrelled.  My  lord  is 
too  wicked  himself  to  do  it.  For  the  love  of 
God,  sir,  help  my  mistress — or  show  me  the 
way  how ! ' 

Mountjoy  began  to  be  interested.  '  How 
do  you  know,'  he  asked,  '  that  Lord  Harry 
and  the  doctor  have  quarrelled  ?  ' 

Without  the  slightest  appearance  of 
embarrassment,  Fanny  Mere  informed  him 
that  she  had  listened  at  the  door,  while  her 
master  and  his  friend  were  talking  of  their 
secrets.  She  had  also  taken  an  opportunity 
of  looking  through  the  keyhole.     '  I  suppose. 
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sir,'  said  this  curious  woman,  still  speaking 
quite  respectfully,  '  you  have  never  tried  that 
way  yourself  ?  ' 

'  Certainly  not ! ' 

'  Wouldn't  you  do  it  to  serve  my  mistress  ? ' 

'No.' 

'  And  yet,  you're  fond  of  her  !  You  are 
a  merciful  one — the  only  merciful  one,  so  far 
as  I  know — among  men.  Perhaps,  if  you 
were  frightened  about  her,  you  might  be  more 
ready  with  your  help.  I  wonder  whether  I 
can  frighten  you  ?     Will  you  let  me  try  ?  ' 

The  woman's  faithful  attachment  to  Iris 
pleaded  for  her  with  Hugh.  'Try,  if  you 
like,'  he  said  kindly. 

Speaking  as  seriously  as  ever,  Fanny  pro- 
ceeded to  describe  her  experience  at  the  key- 
hole. What  she  had  seen  was  not  worth 
relating.  What  she  had  heard,  proved  to  be 
more  important. 

The  talk  between  my  lord  and  the  doctor 
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had  been  about  raising  money.  They  had  diffe- 
rent notions  of  how  to  do  that.  My  lord's  plan 
was  to  borrow  what  was  wanted,  on  his  life- 
insurance.  The  doctor  told  him  that  he  couldn't 
do  that,  till  his  insurance  had  been  going  on 
for  three  or  four  years  at  least.  '  I  have 
something  better  and  bolder  to  propose,'  says 
Mr.  Yimpany.  It  must  have  been  also  some- 
thing wicked — for  he  whispered  it  in  the 
master's  ear.  My  lord  didn't  take  to  it  kindly. 
'  How  do  you  think  I  could  face  my  wife,'  he 
says,  '  if  she  discovered  me  ?  '  The  doctor 
says  :  '  Don't  be  afraid  of  your  wife ;  Lady 
Harry  will  get  used  to  many  things  which  she 
little  thought  of  before  she  married  you.' 
Says  my  lord  to  that :  '  I  have  done  my  best, 
Yimpany,  to  improve  my  wife's  opinion  of 
you.  If  you  say  much  more,  I  shall  come 
round  to  her  way  of  thinking.     Drop  it ! ' 

'  All  riglit,'  says  the  doctor,  '  I'll  drop  it 
now,  and  wait  to  pick  it   up   again  till  you 
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come  to  your  last  bank  note'  There  the  talk 
ended  for  that  day —  and  Fanny  would  be  glad 
to  know  what  Mr.  Mountjoy  thouglit  of  it. 

'  I  think  you  have  done  me  a  service,' 
Hugh  replied. 

'  Tell  me  how,  sir.' 

'  I  can  only  tell  you  this,  Fanny.  You 
have  shown  me  how  to  relieve  your  mistress  of 
the  doctor.' 

For  the  first  time,  the  maid's  impenetrable 
composure  completely  failed  her.  The 
smouldering  fire  in  Fanny  Mere  flamed  u^^. 
She  impulsively  kissed  Mountjoy's  hand.  The 
moment  her  lips  touched  it  she  shrank  back  : 
the  natural  pallor  of  her  face  became  whiter 
than  ever.  Startled  by  the  sudden  change, 
Hugh  asked  if  she  was  ill. 

She  shook  her  head. 

'It  isn't  that.      Yours  is  the  first  man's 

hand  I  have  kissed,  since '    She  checked 

herself.     '  I  beg  you  won't  ask  me  about  it. 
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I  only  meant  to  thank  you,  sir ;  I  do  thank 
you  with  all  my  heart — I  mustn't  stay  here 
any  longer.' 

As  she  spoke  the  sound  of  a  key  was 
heard,  opening  the  lock  of  the  cottage  door. 
Lord  Harry  had  returned. 


m: 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

THE  CONQUEST   OF   MB.   VIMPAXY 

HE  Irish  lord  came  in— 
with  his  medical  friend 
sulkily  in  at- 
tendance    on 
him.  He 

looked  at 
Eanny,  and 
asked  where 
her  mistress 
was. 

'My  lady 
is  in  her  room, 
sir.' 


Hearing 


this,  he  turned 
sharply      to 
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Mountjoy.  On  tlie  point  of  speaking,  lie 
seemed  to  think  better  of  it,  and  went  to  his 
wife's  room.  The  maid  followed.  '  Get  rid  of 
him  now,'  she  whispered  to  Hugh,  glancing  at 
the  doctor.  Mr.  Yimpany  was  in  no  very 
approachable  humour — standing  at  the  win- 
dow, with  his  hands  in  his  empty  pockets, 
gloomily  looking  out.  But  Hugh  was  not 
disposed  to  neglect  the  opportunity ;  he 
ventured  to  say  ;  '  You  don't  seem  to  be  in 
such  good  spirits  as  usual.' 

The  doctor  gruffly  expressed  his  opinion 
that  Mr.  Mountjoy  would  not  be  particularly 
cheerful,  in  his  place.  My  lord  had  taken  him 
to  the  office  on  the  distinct  understanding  that 
he  was  to  earn  a  little  pocket-money  by 
becoming  one  of  the  contributors  to  the  news- 
paper. And  how  had  it  ended  ?  The  editor 
had  declared  that  his  list  of  writers  was  full, 
and  begged  leave  to  suggest  that  Mr.  Vimpany 
should  wait  for  the  next,  vacancy.     A  most 
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impertinent  proposal !  Had  Lord  Harry — a 
proprietor,  remember — exerted  his  authority  ? 
Not  he  !  His  lordship  had  dropped  the  doctor 
'  like  a  hot  potato,'  and  had  meanly  submitted 
to  his  own  servant.  What  did  Mr.  Mountjoy 
think  of  such  conduct  as  that? 

Hugh  answered  the  question,  with  his  own 
end  in  view.  Paving  the  way  for  Mr. 
Yimpany's  departure  from  the  cottage  at 
Passy,  he  made  a  polite  offer  of  his  services. 

*  Can't  I  help  you  out  of  your  difficulty  ?  ' 
he  said. 

'  You  ! '  cried  the  doctor.  '  Have  you  for- 
gotten how  you  received  me,  sir,  when  I 
asked  for  a  loan  at  your  hotel  in  London  ?  ' 

Hugh  admitted  that  he  might  have  spoken 
hastily.  '  You  took  me  by  surprise,'  he  said, 
'  and  (perhaps  I  was  mistaken  on  my  side)  I 
thought  you  were,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  not 
particularly  civil.       You    did    certainly   use 
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threatening  language  when  you  left  me.  No 
man  likes  to  be  treated  in  that  way.' 

Mr.  Vimpany's  big  bold  eyes  stared  at 
Mountjoy  in  a  state  of  bewilderment.  '  Are 
you  trying  to  make  a  fool  of  me  P '  he 
asked. 

'  I  am  incapable,  Mr.  Vimpany,  of  an  act 
of  rudeness  towards  anybody.' 

'  If  you  come  to  that,'  the  doctor  stoutly 
declared,  '  I  am  incapable  too.  It's  plain  to 
me  that  we  have  been  misunderstanding  each 
other.  Wait  a  bit ;  I  want  to  go  back  for  a 
moment  to  that  threatening  language  which 
you  complained  of  just  now.  I  was  sorry  for 
what  I  had  said,  as  soon  as  your  door  was 
shut  on  me.  On  my  way  downstairs,  I  did 
think  of  turning  back  and  making  a  friendly 
apology,  before  I  gave  you  up.  Suppose  I 
had  done  that  ?  '  Mr.  Vimpany  asked,  wonder- 
ing internally  whether  Mountjoy  was  foolish 
enough  to  believe  him. 
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Hugli  advanced  a  little  nearer  to  the  de- 
sign that  he  had  in  view. 

'You  might  have  found  me  more  kindly 
disposed  towards  you,'  he  said,  '  than  you  had 
anticipated.' 

This  encouraging  reply  cost  him  an  effort. 
He  had  stooped  to  the  unworthy  practice  of 
perverting  what  he  had  said  and  done,  on  a 
former  occasion,  to  serve  a  present  interest. 
Eemind  himself  as  he  might  of  the  end  which, 
in  the  interests  of  Iris,  did  really  appear  to 
justify  the  means,  he  still  sank  to  a  place  in 
his  own  estimation  which  he  was  honestly 
ashamed  to  occupy. 

Under  other  circumstances,  his  hesitation, 
slight  as  it  was,  might  have  excited  suspicion. 
As  things  were,  Mr.  Vimpany  could  only  dis- 
cover golden  possibilities  that  dazzled  his 
eyes.  '  I  wonder  whether  you're  in  tlie 
humour,'  he  said,  '  to  be  kindly  disposed 
towards  me,  now  ?  ' 

L  2 
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It  was  needless  to  be  careful  of  the  feel- 
ings of  such  a  man  as  this.  '  Suppose  you 
had  the  money  you  want,  in  your  pocket,' 
Hugh  suggested,  '  what  would  you  do  with 
it?' 

'  Go  back  to  London,  to  be  sure,  and 
publish  the  first  number  of  that  work  of 
mine,  I  told  you  of.' 

'  And  leave  your  friend,  Lord  Harry  ?  ' 

'  What  good  is  my  friend  to  me  ?  He's 
nearly  as  poor  as  I  am — he  sent  for  me  to 
advise  him — I  put  him  up  to  a  way  of  filling 
both  our  pockets — and  he  wouldn't  hear  of  it. 
What  sort  of  a  friend  do  you  call  that  P  ' 

Pay  him  and  get  rid  of  him.  There  was 
the  course  of  proceediug  suggested  by  the 
private  counsellor  in  Mountjoy's  bosom. 

'  Have  you  got  the  publisher's  estimate  of 
expenses  ?  '  he  asked. 

The  doctor  instantly  produced  the  docu- 
ment. 
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To  a  rich  man  the  sum  requh^ed  was, 
after  all,  trifling  enough.  Mountjoy  sat  down 
at  the  writing  table.  As  he  took  up  a  pen, 
Mr.  Vimpany's  protuberant  eyes  looked  as  if 
they  would  fly  out  of  his  head.     '  If  I  lend 

you  the  money '     Hugh  began.     ('  Yes  ? 

yes  ? '  cried  the  doctor) — '  I  do  so  on  condition 
that  nobody  is  to  know  of  the  loan  but  our- 
selves.' 'Oh,  sir,  on  my  sacred  word  of 
honour  ! ' An  order  on  Mountjoy 's  ban- 
kers in  Paris  for  the  necessary  amount,  with 
something  added  for  travelling  expenses, 
checked  Mr.  Vimpany  in  full  career  of  protes- 
tation.   He  tried  to  begin  again  :  '  My  friend  1 

my    benefactor ! ' He    was    stopped    once 

more.  His  friend  and  benefactor  pointed  to 
the  clock.  '  If  you  want  the  money  to-day, 
you  have  just  time  to  get  to  Paris  before  the 
bank  closes.'  Mr.  Yimpany  did  want  the 
money — always  wanted  the  money :  his  grati- 
tude  burst    out   for   the    third    time  :    '  God 
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bless   you  ! ' The    object    of  Ihat    highly 

original  form  of  benediction  pointed  through 
the  window  in  the  direction  of  the  railway 
station.  Mr.  Vimpany  struggled  no  longer  to 
express  his  feelings — he  had  made  his  last 
sacrifice  to  appearances  —  he  caught  the 
train. 

The  door  of  thr  room  had  been  left  open. 
A  voice  outside  said  :  '  Has  he  gone  ?  ' 

'  Come  in,  Fanny,'  said  Mountjoy.  '  He 
will  return  to  London  either  to-night  or  to- 
morrow morning.' 

The  strange  maid  put  her  head  in  at  the 
door.  '  I'll  be  at  the  terminus,'  she  said, 
'  and  make  sure  of  him.' 

Her  head  suddenly  disappeared,  before  it 
was  possible  to  speak  to  her  again.  Was 
there  some  other  person  outside  ?  The  other 
person  entered  the  room  :  it  was  Lord  Harry. 
He  spoke  without  his  customary  smile. 

'  I  want  a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Mountjoy.' 
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'  About  what,  my  lord  ?  ' 

That  direct  question  seemed  to  confuse 
the  Irishman.     He  hesitated. 

'About  you,'  he  said — and  stopped  to 
consider.  'And  another  person,'  he  added 
mysteriously. 

Hugh  was  constitutionally  a  hater  of  mys- 
teries. He  felt  the  need  of  a  more  definite 
reply,  and  asked  for  it  plainly. 

'Does  your  lordship  associate  that  other 
person  with  me  ? ' 

'  Yes,  I  do.' 

^  Who  is  the  person  ?  ' 

'  My  wife.' 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

SAXON   AND    CELT 

HEN  amicable  relations  between  two 
men  happen  to  be  in  jeopardy, 
there  is  least  danger  of  an  ensuing 
quarrel  if  the  friendly  intercourse  has  been  of 
artificial  growth,  on  either  side.  In  this  case, 
the  promptings  of  self-interest,  and  the  laws 
of  politeness,  have  been  animating  influences 
throughout ;  acting  under  conditions  which 
assist  the  effort  of  self-control.  And  for  this 
reason  :  the  man  who  has  never  really  taken 
a  high  place  in  our  regard  is  unprovided  with 
those  sharpest  weapons  of  provocation,  which 
make  unendurable  demands  on  human  forti- 
tude.    In   a   true  attachment,  on   the  other 
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hand,  there  is  an  innocent  famiharity  implied, 
which  is  forgetful  of  ceremony,  and  blind  to 
consequences.  The  affectionate  freedom  which 
can  speak  kindly  without  effort  is  sensitive 
to  offence,  and  can  speak  harshly  without 
restraint.  When  the  friend  who  wounds  us 
has  once  been  associated  with  the  sacred 
memories  of  the  heart,  he  strikes  at  a  tender 
place,  and  no  considerations  of  propriety  are 
powerful  enough  to  stifle  our  cry  of  rage  and 
pain.  The  enemies  who  have  once  loved 
each  other  are  the  bitterest  enemies  of  all. 

Thus,  the  curt  exchange  of  question  and 
answer,  which  had  taken  place  in  the  cottage 
at  Passy,  between  two  gentlemen  artificially 
friendly  to  one  another,  led  to  no  regrettable 
result.  Lord  Harry  had  been  too  readily 
angry :  he  remembered  what  was  due  to  Mr. 
Mountjoy.  Mr.  Mountjoy  had  been  too 
thoughtlessly  abrupt :  he  remembered  what 
was   due   to    Lord    Harry.     The    courteous 
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Irishman  bowed,  and  pointed  to  a  chair. 
The  well-bred  Englishman  returned  the  polite 
salute,  and  sat  down.  My  lord  broke  the 
silence  that  followed. 

'May  I  hope  that  you  will  excuse  me,' 
he  began,  '  if  I  walk  about  the  room  ?  Move- 
ment seems  to  help  me  when  I  am  puzzled 
how  to  put  things  nicely.  Sometimes  I  go 
round  and  round  the  subject,  before  I  get  at 
it.  I'm  afraid  I'm  going  round  and  round, 
now.  Have  you  arranged  to  make  a  long 
stay  in  Paris  .^ ' 

Circumstances,  Mountjoy  answered,  would 
probably  decide  him. 

'  You  have  no  doubt  been  many  times  in 
Paris  before  this,'  Lord  Harry  continued. 
'  Do  you  find  it  at  all  dull,  now  ?  ' 

Wondering  what  he  could  possibly  mean, 
Hugh  said  he  never  found  Paris  dull — and 
waited  for  further  enhghtenment.  The  Irish 
lord  persisted. 
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'  People  mostly  think  Paris  isn't  as  gay  as 
it  used  to  be.  Not  such  good  plays  and  such 
good  actors  as  they  had  at  one  time.  The 
restaurants  inferior,  and  society  very  much 
mixed.  People  don't  stay  there  as  long  as 
they  used.  I'm  told  that  Americans  are 
getting  disappointed,  and  are  trying  London 
for  a  change.' 

Could  he  have  any  serious  motive  for  this 
irrelevant  way  of  talking?  Or  was  he,  to 
judge  by  his  own  account  of  himself,  going 
round  and  round  the  subject  of  his  wife  and 
his  guest,  before  he  could  get  at  it  ? 

Suspecting  him  of  jealousy  from  the  first, 
Hugh  failed — naturally  perhaps  in  his  position 
— to  understand  the  regard  for  Iris,  and  the 
fear  of  offending  her,  by  which  her  jealous 
husband  was  restrained.  Lord  Harry  was 
attempting  (awkwardly  indeed  !)  to  break  oiF 
the  relations  between  his  wife  and  her  friend, 
by  means  which  might  keep  the  true  state  of 
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his  feelings  concealed  from  both  of  them. 
Ignorant  of  this  claim  on  his  forbearance,  it 
was  Mountjoy's  impression  that  he  was  being 
trifled  with.  Once  more  he  waited  for  en- 
lightenment, and  waited  in  silence. 

'  You  don't  find  my  conversation  interest- 
ing ?  '  Lord  Harry  remarked,  still  with  per- 
fect good  humour. 

'  I  fail  to  see  the  connection,'  Mountjoy 
acknowledged,  '  between  what  you  have  said 
so  far,  and  the  subject  on  which  you  expressed 
your  intention  of  speaking  to  me.  Pray  for- 
give me  if  I  a|)pear  to  hurry  you — or  if  you 
have  any  reasons  for  hesitation.' 

Far  from  being  offended,  tliis  incompre- 
hensible man  really  appeared  to  be  pleased. 
'  You  read  me  like  a  book  ! '  he  exclaimed. 
'It's  hesitation  that's  the  matter  with  me. 
I'm  a  variable  man.  If  there's  something  dis- 
agreeable to  say,  there  are  times  when  I  dash 
at  it,  and  times  when  I  luxng  back.     Can  I 


SAXON  AND   CELT  157 

offer  you  any  refreshment  ? '  he  asked,  getting 
away  from  the  subject  again,  without  so  much 
as  an  attempt  at  concealment. 

Hugh  thanked  him,  and  dcchned. 

'  Not  even  a  glass  of  wine  ?  Such  white 
Burgundy,  my  dear  sir,  as  you  seldom  taste.' 

Hugh's  Britisli  obstinacy  was  roused ;  he 
repeated  his  reply.  Lord  Harry  looked  at 
him  gravely,  and  made  a  nearer  approach  to 
an  open  confession  of  feehng  than  he  had  ven- 
tured on  yet. 

'  With  regard  now  to  my  wife.  When  I 
went  away  this  morning  with  Yimpany — he's 
not  such  good  company  as  he  used  to  be ; 
soured  by  misfortune,  poor  devil ;  I  wish  he 
would  go  back  to  London.  As  I  was  saying 
— I  mean  as  I  was  about  to  say — I  left  you 
and  Lady  Harry  together  tliis  morning ;  two 
old  friends,  glad  (as  I  supposed)  to  have  a 
gossip  about  old  times.  When  I  come  back, 
I  find  vou  left  here  alone,  and  I  am  told  that 
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Lady  Harry  is  in  lier  room.  What  do  I  see 
when  I  get  there  ?  I  see  the  finest  pair  of 
eyes  in  the  world  ;  and  the  tale  they  tell  me  is, 
We  have  been  crying.  When  I  ask  what  may 
have  happened  to  account  for  this — "  Nothing, 
dear,"  is  all  the  answer  I  get.  What's  the 
impression  naturally  produced  on  my  mind  ? 
There  has  been  a  quarrel  perhaps  between 
you  and  my  wife.' 

'I  fail  entirely,  Lord  Harry,  to  see  it  in 
that  light.' 

'  Ah,  likely  enough !  Mine's  the  L'ish 
point  of  view.  As  an  Englishman  you  fail  to 
understand  it.  Let  that  be.  One  thing,  Mr. 
Mountjoy,  I'll  take  the  freedom  of  sajdng  at 
once.  I'll  thank  you,  next  time,  to  quarrel 
with  Me.' 

'  You  force  me  to  tell  you,  my  lord,  tliat 
you  are  under  a  complete  delusion,  if  you 
suppose  that  there  has  been  any  quarrel,  or 
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approach  to  a  quarrel,  between  Lady  Harry 
and  myself.' 

'  You  tell  me  that  on  your  word  of  honour 
as  a  gentleman  ?  ' 

'  Most  assuredly  ! ' 

'  Sh- !  I  deeply  regret  to  hear  it.' 

'  Which  does  your  lordship  deeply  regret  ? 
That  I  have  spoken  to  you  on  my  word  of 
honour,  or  that  I  have  not  quarrelled  with 
Lady  Harry  ?  ' 

'  Both,  sir !  By  the  piper  that  played 
before  Moses,  both  ! ' 

Hugh  got  up,  and  took  his  hat :  '  We  may 
have  a  better  chance  of  understanding  eacli 
other,'  he  suggested,  '  if  you  will  be  so  good 
as  to  write  to  me.' 

'Put  your  hat  down  again,  Mr.  Mountjoy, 
and  pray  have  a  moment's  patience.  I've 
tried  to  like  you,  sir — and  I'm  bound  in  can- 
dour to  own  that  I've  failed  to  find  a  bond  of 
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union   between  us.      Maybe,  this  frank  con- 
fession annoys  you.' 

'  Far  from  it !  You  are  going  straight  to 
your  subject,  at  last,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  so.' 

The  Irish  lord's  good-humour  had  com- 
pletely disappeared  by  this  time.  His  hand- 
some face  hardened,  and  his  voice  rose.  The 
outbreak  of  jealous  feeling,  which  motives 
honourable  to  himself  had  hitherto  controlled, 
now  seized  on  its  freedom  of  expression.  His 
language  betrayed  (as  on  some  former  occa- 
sions) that  association  with  unworthy  com- 
panions, which  had  been  one  of  the  evil 
results  of  his  adventurous  life. 

'  Maybe  I'll  go  straighter  than  you  bargain 
for,'  he  replied  ;  '  I'm  in  two  humours  about 
you.  My  common  sense  tells  me  that  you're 
my  wife's  friend.  And  the  best  of  friends  do 
sometimes  quarrel,  don't  they  ?  Well,  sir  ! 
you  deny  it,  on  your  own  account.  I  find 
myself  forced  back  on  my  other  humour,  and 
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it's  a  black  humour  I  can  tell  you.  You  may 
be  my  wife's  friend,  my  fine  fellow,  but  you're 
something  more  than  tliat.  You  have  always 
been  in  love  with  her — and  you're  in  love 
with  her  now.  Thank  you  for  your  visit, 
but  don't  repeat  it.  Say  !  do  we  understand 
each  other  at  last  ?  ' 

'  I  have  too  sincere  a  respect  for  Lady 
Harry  to  ansAver  you,'  Mountjoy  said.  'At 
the  same  time,  let  me  acknowledge  my  obli- 
gations to  your  lordship.  You  have  reminded 
me  that  I  did  a  foolish  thing  when  I  called 
here  without  an  invitation.  I  agree  with  you 
that  the  sooner  my  mistake  is  set  right  the 
better.' 

He  replied  in  those  words,  and  left  {\\q 
cottac^e. 

On  the  way  back  to  his  hotel,  Hugh 
thought  of  what  Mrs.  Yimpany  had  said  to 
him  when  they  liad  last  seen  each  other : 
'  Don't  forget  that  there  is  an  obstacle  between 

VOL.    II.  M 


i63  BLIND  LOVE 

you  and  Iris  which  will  })ut  even  your  pati- 
ence and  your  devotion  to  a  hard  trial.' 
The  obstacle  of  the  husband  had  set  itself  up, 
and  had  stopped  him  already. 

His  own  act  (a  necessary  act  after  the 
language  that  had  been  addressed  to  him) 
had  closed  the  doors  of  the  cottai^e,  and  had 
put  an  end  to  future  meetings  between  Iris 
and  himself.  If  they  attempted  to  commu- 
nicate by  letter,  Lord  Harry  would  have 
opportunities  of  discovering  their  correspon- 
dence, of  wdiicli  his  jealousy  would  certainly 
avail  itself.  Through  the  wakeful  night, 
Hugh's  helpless  situation  was  perpetually  in 
his  thoughts.  There  seemed  to  be  no  present 
alternative  before  him  but  resignation,  and  a 
return  to  England. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI 

THE   SCHOOL    FOR   HUSBA^^DS 

^N    the    next    day    Mountjoy   heard 
news   of  Iris  which  was  not  of   a 
nature    to    reheve    his    anxieties. 
He  received  a  visit  from  Fanny  Mere. 

The  leave-taking  of  Mr.  Yimpany,  on  the 
previous  evening,  was  the  first  event  which 
the  maid  had  to  relate.  She  had  been  pre- 
sent when  the  doctor  said  good-bye  to  the 
master  and  mistress.  Business  in  London 
was  the  reason  he  gave  for  going  away.  The 
master  had  taken  the  excuse  as  if  he  really 
believed  in  it,  and  seemed  to  be  glad  to  get 
rid  of  his  friend.  The  mistress  expressed  her 
opinion  that  Mr.  Yimpany's  return  to  London 
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must  have  been  brought  about  by  an  act  of 
Hberahty  on  the  part  of  the  most  generous 
of  hvmg  men.  '  Your  friend  has,  as  I  beheve, 
got  some  money  from  my  friend,'  she  said  to 
her  husband.  My  lord  had  looked  at  her  very 
strangely  when  she  spoke  of  Mr.  Mountjoy  in 
that  way,  and  had  walked  out  of  the  room. 
As  soon  as  his  back  was  turned,  Fanny  liad 
obtained  leave  of  absence.  She  had  carried 
out  her  intention  of  watching  the  terminus, 
and  had  seen  Mr.  Vimpany  take  his  place 
among  the  passengers  to  London  by  the  mail 
train. 

Eeturning  to  the  cottage,  it  was  Fanny's 
duty  to  ascertain  if  her  services  were  re- 
quired in  her  mistress's  room. 

On  reaching  the  door,  she  liad  lieard  the 
voices  of  my  lord  and  my  lady,  and  (as  Mr. 
Mountjoy  would  perhaps  be  pleased  to  know) 
had  been  too  honourable  to  hsten  outside,  on 
this  occasion.     She  liad   at  once  gone  away, 


and  had  waited  until  she  should  be  sent  for. 
After  a  lono;  interval,  the  bell  that  summoned 
her  had  been  rung.  She  had  found  the  mis- 
tress in  a  state  of  agitation,  partly  angry,  and 
partly  distressed  ;  and  had  ventured  to  ask 
if  anything  unpleasant  had  happened.  No 
reply  was  made  to  that  inquiry.  Fanny  had 
silently  performed  the  customary  duties  of  the 
night-toilet,  in  getting  my  lady  ready  for  bed  ; 
they  had  said  good-night  to  each  other,  and 
had  said  no  more. 

In  the  morning  (that  present  morning), 
being  again  in  attendance  as  usual,  the  maid 
had  found  Lady  Harry  in  a  more  indulgent 
frame  of  mind  ;  still  troubled  by  anxieties, 
but  willing  to  speak  of  them  now. 

She  had  begun  by  talking  of  Mr. 
Mountjoy  : 

'  I  think  you  like  him,  Fanny  :  everybody 
likes  him.  You  will  be  sorry  to  hear  that 
we    have    no    prospect    of   seeing  him   again 
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at  the  cottage.'  There  she  had  stopped  ; 
sometliing  tliat  slie  had  not  said,  yet,  seemed 
to  be  ill  her  mind,  and  to  trouble  her.  She 
was  near  to  crying,  poor  soul,  Init  struggled 
against  it.  'I  have  no  sister,'  she  said,  'and 
no  friend  who  might  be  like  a  sister  to  me. 
It  isn't  perhaps  quite  right  to  speak  of  my 
sorrow  to  my  maid.  Still,  there  is  something 
hard  to  bear  in  having  no  kind  heart  near  one 
— I  mean,  no  other  woman  to  speak  to  wlio 
knows  what  women  feel.  It  is  so  lonely  liere 
— oil,  so  lonely !  I  wonder  whether  you 
understand  me  and  pity  me  P  '  Never  forget- 
ting all  that  slie  owed  to  lier  mistress — if  she 
might  say  so  witliout  seeming  to  praise  herself 
— Fanny  was  truly  sorry.  It  would  have 
been  a  relief  to  her,  if  she  could  have  freely 
expressed  her  opinion  tliat  my  lord  must  be 
to  blame,  when  my  lady  was  in  trouble.  Be- 
ing a  man,  he  was  by  nature  cruel  to  women ; 
tlie  wisest  thing  liis  poor  wife  could  do  would 
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be  to  exjDect  notliing  from  him.  Tlie  maid 
was  sorely  tempted  to  offer  a  little  good 
advice  to  this  effect  ;  but  she  was  afraid  of 
her  own  remembrances,  if  she  encouraged 
them  by  speaking  out  boldly.  It  would  be 
better  to  wait  for  what  the  mistress  might  say 
next. 

Lord  Harry's  conduct  was  the  first  subject 
tliat  presented  itself  when  the  conversation 
was  resumed. 

My  lady  mentioned  that  she  liad  noticed 
how  he  looked,  and  how  he  left  the  room 
when  she  had  spoken  in  praise  of  Mr.  Mount- 
joy.  She  had  pressed  him  to  explain  himself 
— and  she  had  made  a  discovery  which  proved 
to  be  the  bitterest  disappointment  of  her  life. 
Her  husband  suspected  her  !  Her  husband 
was  jealous  of  her  !  It  was  too  cruel ;  it  was 
an  insult  beyond  endurance,  an  insult  to  Mr. 
Mountjoy  as  well  as  to  herself.  If  tliat  best 
and  dearest  of  o-ood  friends  was  to   be  for- 
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bidden  the  house,  if  he  was  to  go  away  and 
never  to  see  her  or  speak  to  her  again,  of  one 
thing  she  was  determined — he  slioiild  not 
leave  her  without  a  kind  word  of  farewell ;  he 
should  hear  how  truly  slie  valued  him  ;  yes, 
and  how  she  admired  and  felt  for  him  !  Would 
Fanny  not  do  the  same  thing,  in  her  place  ? 
And  Fanny  had  remembered  the  time  when 
she  might  have  done  it  for  such  a  man  as 
Mr.  Mountjoy.  '  Mind  you  stay  indoors  this 
evening,  sir,'  the  maid  continued,  looking 
and  speaking  so  excitedly  that  Hugh  hardly 
knew  her  again.  '  My  mistress  is  coming  to 
see  you,  and  I  shall  come  with  her.' 

Such  an  act  of  imprudence  was  incredible, 
'You  must  be  out  of  your  senses  ! '  Mountjoy 
exclaimed. 

'  I'm  out  of  myself,  sir,  if  that's  wliat  you 
mean,'  Fanny  answered.  '  I  do  so  enjoy 
treating  a  man  in  that  v/ay  !  The  master's 
going    out    to    dinner — he'll    know    nothing 
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about  it — and,'  cried  the  cool  cold  woman  of 
other  times,  '  he  richly  deserves  it ! ' 

Hugh    reasoned    and    remonstrated,    and 
failed  to  produce  the  slightest  effect. 

His  next  effort  was  to  write  a  few  lines  to 
Lady  Harry,  entreating  her  to  remember  that 
a  jealous  man  is  sometimes  capable  of  acts  of 
the  meanest  duplicity,  and  that  she  might  be 
watched.  When  he  gave  the  note  to  Fanny 
to  deliver,  she  informed  him  respectfully  that 
he  had  better  not  trust  her.  A  person  some- 
times meant  to  do  right  (she  reminded  him), 
and  sometimes  ended  in  doing  wrong.  Eather 
tlian  disappoint  her  mistress,  she  was  quite 
capable  of  tearing  up  the  letter,  on  her  way 
home,  and  saying  nothing  about  it.  Hugh 
tried  a  threat  next :  '  Your  mistress  will 
not  fnid  me,  if  she  comes  here ;  I  shall 
go  out  to-night.'  The  impenetrable  maid 
looked  at  him  with  a  pitying  smile  and 
answered  :  '  Not  you  ! ' 
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It  was  a  hmniliating  reflection — but  Fanny 
Mere  understood  liim  Letter  tlian  lie  under- 
stood himself. 

All  tliat  Mountjoy  had  said  and  done  in 
the  way  of  protest  had  been  really  dictated 
by  consideration  for  the  j'oung  wife.  If  he 
questioned  his  conscience,  selfish  dehght  in  the 
liappy  prospect  of  seeing  Iris  again  asserted 
itself  as  the  only  view  with  which  he  looked 
forward  to  the  end  of  the  day.  When  the 
evening  approached,  he  took  the  precaution  of 
having  his  own  discreet  and  faithful  servant 
in  attendance,  to  receive  Lady  Harry  at  the 
door  of  the  hotel,  before  the  ringing  of  the 
bell  could  summon  the  porter  from  his  lodge. 
On  calm  consideration,  the  chances  seemed  to 
be  in  favour  of  her  escaping  detection  by 
Lord  IIarr3^  Tlie  jealous  husband  of  the 
stage,  who  sooner  (or  later)  discovers  the 
innocent  (or  guilty)  couple,  as  the  case  may  be, 
is  not  always  the  husband  of  the  world  outside 
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the  theatre.  Witli  this  fragment  of  experi- 
ence present  in  his  mind,  Hugh  saw  the  door 
of  liis  sitting-room  cautiously  opened,  at  an 
earher  liour  tlian  he  had  anticipated.  His 
trustwortliy  representative  introduced  a  hady, 
closely  veiled — and  that  lady  was  Iris. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII 

GOOD-BYE    TO    IRIS 

!ADY   HAEEY   lifted   her   veil,  and 
looked     at     Mountjoy    with     sad 
entreaty   in  her  eyes.     '  Are  you 
angry  with  me  P '  she  asked. 

'  I  ought  to  be  angry  with  you,'  he  said. 
'  This  is  very  imprudent,  Iris.' 

'It's  worse  than  that,'  she  confessed.  'It's 
reckless  and  desperate.  Don't  say  I  ought  to 
have  controlled  myself  I  can't  control  the 
shame  I  feel  wlien  I  tliink  of  what  has  hap- 
pened. Can  I  let  you  go — oh,  wliat  a  return 
for  your  kindness — without  taking  your  hand 
at  parting  ?  Come  and  sit  by  me  on  the  sofa. 
After  my  poor  husband's  conduct,  you  and  I 
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are  not  likely  to  meet  again.  I  don't  expect 
you  to  lament  it  as  I  do.  Even  your  sweet- 
ness and  your  patience — so  often  tried — must 
be  weary  of  me  now.' 

'  If  you  thought  that  possible,  my  dear, 
you  would  not  have  come  here  to-night,'  Hugh 
reminded  her.  '  While  we  live  we  have  the 
hope  of  meeting  again.  Nothing  in  this  world 
lasts.  Iris — not  even  jealousy.  Lord  Harry 
himself  told  me  that  he  was  a  variable  man. 
Sooner  or  later  he  will  come  to  his  senses.' 

Those  words  seemed  to  startle  Iris,  '  I 
hope  you  don't  think  that  my  husband  is 
brutal  to  me  I '  she  exclaimed,  still  resentino- 
even  the  appearance  of  a  reflection  on  her 
marriage,  and  still  forgetting  what  she  herself 
had  said  which  justified  a  doubt  of  her  happi- 
ness. '  Have  you  formed  a  wrong  impression  ?  ' 
she  went  on.  'Has  Fanny  Mere  inno- 
cently  ? ' 

Mountjoy  noticed,  for   the  first   thne,  the 
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absence  of  tlie  in  aid.  It  was  a  circumstance 
which  justified  him  in  interrupting  Iris — fur 
it  might  seriously  affect  her  if  her  visit  to  the 
hotel  happened  to  be  discovered. 

'  I  understood,'  he  said,  '  that  Fanny  was 
to  come  here  with  you.' 

'  Yes  !  yes  !  She  is  waiting  in  the  carriage. 
We  are  careful  not  to  excite  attention  at  the 
door  of  the  hotel :  the  coachman  will  drive  up 
and  down  the  street  till  I  want  him  again. 
Never  mind  that !  I  have  something  to  say 
to  you  about  Fanny.  She  thinks  of  her  own 
troubles,  poor  soul,  when  she  talks  of  me,  and 
exaggerates  a  little  without  meaning  it.  I 
hope  she  has  not  misled  you  in  speaking  of 
her  master.  It  is  base  and  bad  of  him,  un- 
worthy of  a  gentleman,  to  be  jealous — and  he 
has  wounded  me  deeply.  But,  dear  Hugh, 
liis  jealousy  is  a  gentle  jealousy.  I  have 
heard  of  otlier  men  who  watch  their  wives — 
who  have  lost  all  confidence  in  them — who 
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would  even  have  taken  away  from  me  such  a 
trifle  as  this.'  She  smiled,  and  showed  to 
Moiintjoy  lier  duplicate  key  of  the  cottage 
door.  '  Ah,  Harry  is  above  such  degrading 
distrust  as  that !  There  ai^e  times  when  he  is 
as  heartily  ashamed  of  his  ovrn  weakness  as  I 
could  wish  him  to  be.  I  have  seen  him  on 
his  knees  before  me,  shocked  at  his  conduct, 
lie  is  no  hypocrite.  Indeed,  his  repentance  is 
sincere,  wdiile  it  lasts — only  it  doesn't  last  ! 
His  jealousy  rises  and  falls,  like  the  wind.  He 
said  last  night  (when  the  wind  was  high) :  "  If 
you  wish  to  make  me  the  happiest  creature  on 
the  face  of  the  earth,  don't  encourage  Mr. 
Mountjoy  to  remain  in  Paris  I "  Try  to  make 
allowances  for  him  ! ' 

'  I  Avould  rather  make  allowances.  Iris,  for 
you.     Do  you  too  wish  me  to  leave  Paris  ?  ' 

Sitting  very  near  to  him — nearer  than  her 
husband  might  have  liked  to  see — Iris  drew 
away  a  little.     '  Did  you  mean  to  be  cruel,  in 
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saying  tliat  ?  '  she  asked.      '  I  don't  deserve 
it.' 

'  It  was  kindly  meant,'  Hugh  assured  her. 
'  If  I  can  make  your  position  more  endurable 
by  going  away,  I  will  leave  Paris  to-morrow.' 

Iris  moved  back  again  to  the  place  which 
she  had  already  occupied.  She  was  eager  to 
thank  liim  (for  a  reason  not  yet  mentioned)  as 
she  had  never  thanked  him  yet.  Silently  and 
softly  she  offered  her  gratitude  to  Hugh  by 
offerinor  her  cheek.  The  irritatinc^  influence 
of  Lord  Harry's  jealousy  was  felt  by  both  of 
them  at  that  moment.  He  kissed  her  cheek — 
and  lingered  over  it.  She  was  the  first  to 
recover  herself. 

'When  you  spoke  just  now  of  my  position 
with  my  husband,'  she  said,  'you  reminded 
me  of  anxieties,  Hugh,  in  which  you  once 
shared,  and  of  services  which  I  can  never 
forget.' 

Preparing  him  in  those  words  for  the  dis- 
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closure  which  she  had  now  to  make,  Iiis 
aUuded  to  tlie  vagabond  hfe  of  adventure 
which  Lord  Harry  had  led.  The  restlessness 
in  his  nature  which  that  life  implied  had  lat- 
terly shown  itself  again  ;  and  his  wife  had 
traced  the  cause  to  a  letter  from  Ireland, 
communicating  a  report  that  the  assassin  of 
Arthur  Mountjoy  had  been  seen  in  London, 
and  was  supposed  to  be  passing  under  the 
name  of  Carrigeen.  Hugh  would  understand 
tliat  the  desperate  resolution  to  revenge  the 
murder  of  his  friend,  wdth  which  Lord  Harry 
had  left  England  in  the  past  time,  had  been 
urged  into  action  once  more.  He  had  not 
concealed  from  L^is  that  she  must  be  resigned 
to  his  leaving  her  for  awhile,  if  the  report 
which  had  readied  him  from  L'eland  proved 
to  be  true.  It  would  be  useless,  and  worse 
than  useless,  to  remind  this  reckless  man  of 
the  danger  that  threatened  him  from  the  In- 
vincibles,  if  he  returned  to  England.  In 
VOL.    II.  ^ 
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using  licr  power  of  influeiiciDg  tlie  Inisband 
who  still  loved  lier,  Iris  could  only  hope 
to  exercise  a  salutary  restraint  in  her  own 
domestic  interests,  appealing  to  him  for  indul- 
gence by  careful  submission  to  any  exactions 
on  which  his  capricious  jealousy  might  insist. 
Would  sad  necessity  excuse  her,  if  she 
accepted  Mountjoy's  offer  to  leave  Paris,  for 
the  one  reason  tliat  her  husband  had  asked  it 
of  her  as  a  favour  ? 

IIu2fli  at  once  understood  her  motive,  and 
assured  her  of  his  sympath}^ 

'  You  may  depend  upon  my  returning  to 
London  tomiorrow,'  he' said.  'In  the  mean- 
time, is  there  no  better  way  in  which  I  can 
be  of  use  to  you  ?  If  your  influence  fails, 
do  you  see  any  other  chance  of  keeping 
Lord  Harry's  desperate  purpose  under 
control  ? ' 

It  had  only  occurred  that  day  to  Iris  that 
there  might  be  some  prospect  of  an  encourag- 
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ii]g  result,  if  she  could  obtain  tlic  assistance  of 
Mrs.  Yimpany. 

The  doctor's  wife  was  well  acquainted 
with  Lord  Harry's  past  life,  when  he  hap- 
pened to  be  in  Ireland  ;  and  she  had  met 
many  of  his  countrymen  with  whom  he  had 
associated.  If  one  of  those  friends  happened 
to  be  the  officious  person  who  had  written 
to  him,  it  was  at  least  possible  that  Mrs. 
Yimpany 's  discreet  interference  might  prevent 
his  mischievous  correspondent  from  writing 
again.  Lord  Harry,  waiting  for  more  news, 
would  in  this  event  wait  in  vain.  He  would 
not  know  where  to  go,  or  what  to  do  next — 
and,  with  such  a  nature  as  his,  the  end  of  his 
patience  and  the  end  of  his  resolution  were 
likely  to  come  together. 

Hugh  handed  his  pocket-book  to  Iris.  Of 
the  poor  chances  in  her  favour,  the  last  was 
to  his  mind  the  least  hopeless  of  the  two. 

'  If  you  have  discovered  the  name  of  your 
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husband's  correspondent,'  he  said,  '  write  it 
down  for  mo,  and  I  will  ask  Mrs.  Yimpany  if 
she  knows  him.  I  will  make  your  excuses  for 
not  having  written  to  her  lately;  and,  in  any 
case,  I  answer  for  her  being  ready  to  help 
you.' 

As  Iris  thanked  him  and  wrote  the  name, 
the  clock  on  the  chimney-piece  struck  the 
hour. 

She  rose  to  say  farewell.  With  a  restless 
hand  she  half-lowered  her  veil,  and  raised  it 
again.  '  You  won't  mind  my  crying,'  she  said 
faintly,  trying  to  smile  through  her  tears. 
'  This  is  the  saddest  parting  I  have  ever 
known.     Dear,  dear  Hugh — good-bye  ! ' 

Great  is  the  law  of  Duty ;  but  the  elder 
law  of  Love  claims  its  his/her  riorht.  Never, 
in  all  the  years  of  their  friendship,  had  they 
forgotten  themselves  as  they  forgot  them- 
selves now.  For  the  hrst  time  her  lips  met 
his  lips,  in  their  farewell  kiss.     In  a  moment 
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more,  they  remembered  the  restraints  wliich 
honour  imposed  on  them  ;  they  were  only 
friends  again.  Silently  she  lowered  her  veil. 
Silently  he  took  her  arm  and  led  her  down  to 
the  carriage.  It  was  moving  away  from  them 
at  a  slow  pace,  towards  the  other  end  of  the 
street.  Instead  of  waiting  for  its  return,  they 
followed  and  overtook  it.  '  We  shall  meet 
again,'  he  whispered.  She  answered  sadly : 
'  Don't  forget  me.' 

Mountjoy  turned  back.  As  he  approached 
the.  hotel  he  noticed  a  tall  man  crossing  from 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  Not  two  min- 
utes after  Iris  was  on  her  way  home,  her 
jealous  husband  and  her  old  friend  met  at  the 
hotel  door. 

Lord  Harry  spoke  first.  '  I  liave  been 
dining  out,'  he  said,  '  and  I  came  here  to  have 
a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Mountjoy,  on  my  road 
home.' 

Hugh   answered    with   formal  ]:)ohteness  : 
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'  Let  me  sliow  your  lordsliip  the  way  to  my 
rooms.' 

'  Oh,  it's  needless  to  trouble  you,'  Lord 
Harry  declared.  'I  Lave  so  little  to  say — do 
you  mind  walking  on  with  me  for  a  few 
minutes  ? ' 

Mountjoy  silently  complied.  He  was 
thinking  of  what  might  have  happened  if  Iris 
had  delayed  her  departure — or  if  the  move- 
ment of  the  carriage  had  been  toAvards,  instead 
of  away  from,  the  hotel.  Li  either  case  it  had 
been  a  narrow  escape  for  the  vv^ife,  from  a 
dramatic  discovery  by  the  husband. 

'We  L'ishmen,'  Lord  Harry  resumed,  '  are 
not  f^imous  for  always  obeying  the  laws ;  but 
it  is  in  our  natures  to  respect  the  law  of  hos- 
pitality. Wlien  you  were  at  the  cottage 
yesterday  I  was  inhospitable  to  my  guest. 
My  rude  behaviour  has  weiglied  on  my  mind 
since — and  for  that  reason  I  have  come 
here  to  s])eak  to  you.     It  was  ill-bred  on  my 
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part  to  reproach  you  ■^vith  5'our  visit,  and  to 
forbid  3^011  (oh,  quite  needlessly,  I  don't 
doubt  !)  to  call  on  me  again.  If  I  OAvn  that 
I  have  no  desire  to  propose  a  renewal  of 
friendly  intercourse  between  us,  you  will 
understand  me,  I  am  sure ;  with  my  way  of 
thinking  the  less  w^e  see  of  each  other  for  the 
future,  the  better  it  may  be.  But,  for  wliat  I 
said  wh(3n  my  temper  ran  away  wuth  me,  I 
ask  3'ou  to  accept  my  excuses,  and  the  sincere 
expression  of  my  regret.' 

'  Your  excuses  are  accepted,  my  lord, 
as  sincerely  as  you  have  offered  them,' 
Mountjoy  answered.  '  So  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, the  incident  is  forgotten  from  this 
moment.' 

Lord  Harry  expressed  his  courteous 
acknowledgments.  '  Spoken  as  becomes  a 
gentleman,'  he  said.     '  I  thank  you.' 

There  it  ended.  They  saluted  each  other: 
they  W'ished  eadi  other  good-night.     'A  mere 
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formality ! '    Hugli    thought,  when  they  had 
parted. 

He  had  wron^^ed  the  Irish  lord  in  arriviiio' 
at  that  conclusion.  But  time  was  to  pass 
l:)efore  events  helped  him  to  discover  his 
error. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII 

THE    DECREE    OF    FATE 

ON    liis    arrival 
in    London, 
Moiin  tjoy 
1      went  to  the  Nurses' 
I' I     Institute  to    inquire 
'ijjl'ijj    for  Mrs.  Vimpany. 
Slie    was    again 
absent,  in  attendance 

•*f  |1ji||    on  another  patient. 

/  ('  f'"l'' 

'  "''    The  address  of  the 

house   (known    only 

to  the  matron)  was, 

on  tliis  occasion  not 

to  be  communicated 

to    any    friend  wlio 
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might  make  inquiries.  A  bad  case  of  scarlet 
fever  had  been  phaced  under  the  nurse's 
care,  and  the  danger  of  contagion  was  too 
serious  to  be  trifled  with. 

The  events  which  had  led  to  Mrs. 
Vimpany's  present  employment  liad  not 
occurred  in  the  customary  course. 

A  nurse  who  had  recently  joined  the 
Institute  had  been  first  en^ai^ed  to  undertake 
the  case,  at  the  express  request  of  the  suffer- 
ing person — who  was  said  to  be  distantly 
rehited  to  the  young  woman.  On  the  morn- 
ing when  she  was  about  to  proceed  to  tlie 
scene  of  her  labours,  news  had  reached  her  of 
tlie  dangerous  illness  of  her  mother.  Mrs. 
Yimpany,  wlio  was  free  at  the  time,  and  who 
felt  a  friendly  interest  in  her  young  colleague, 
volunteered  to  take  her  place.  Upon  this,  a 
strange  request  had  been  addressed  to  the 
matron,  on  belialf  of  the  sick  man.  lie 
desired  to  be  '  informed  of  it,  if  the  new  nurse 
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was  an  Irishwoman.'  Hearinir  that  she  was 
an  EngUshwoman,  he  at  once  accepted  her 
services  ;  being  himself  (as  an  aclclitional  cle- 
ment of  mystery  in  the  matter)  an  Irishman  ! 

The  matron's  English  prejudices  at  once 
assumed  that  there  had  been  some  discredit- 
able event  in  the  man's  life,  which  might  be 
made  a  subject  of  scandalous  exposure,  if  he 
was  attended  by  one  of  his  own  country- 
people.  She  advised  Mrs.  Yimpany  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  afflicted  stranger. 
The  nurse  answered  that  she  had  promised  to 
attend  on  him — and  she  kept  her  promise. 

Mountjoy  left  the  Institute,  after  vainly 
attempting  to  obtain  Mrs.  Yimpany 's  address. 
The  one  concession  which  the  matron  offered 
to  make  was  to  direct  his  letter,  and  send  it 
to  the  post,  if  he  would  be  content  with  tliat 
form  of  communication. 

On  reflection,  he  decided  to  write  the 
letter. 
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Prompt  employment  of  time  might  be  of 
importance,  if  it  was  possible  to  prevent  any 
further  communication  with  Lord  Harry,  on 
the  part  of  his  Irish  correspondent.  Using 
the  name  with  which  Iris  had  provided  him, 
Hugh  wrote  to  inquire  if  it  was  familiar  to 
Mrs.  Vimpany,  as  the  name  of  a  person  with 
whom  she  liad  been,  at  any  time,  acquainted. 
In  this  event  he  assured  her  tliat  an  imme- 
diate consultation  between  them  was  abso- 
lutely necessary  in  the  interests  of  Iris.  He 
added,  in  a  postscript,  that  he  was  in  perfect 
heal  til,  and  that  he  had  no  fear  of  infection 
—and  sent  his  letter  to  the  matron  to  be 
forwarded. 

The  reply  reached  him  late  in  the  evening. 
It  was  in  the  liandwriting  of  a  stranger,  and 
was  to  tills  effect : 

'  Dear  Mr.  Mountjoy, — It  is  impossible 
that  I  can  allow  you  to  run  the  risk  of  seeing 
me,  while  I  am  in  my  present  situation.     So 
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serious  is  the  danger  of  contagion,  in  scarlet 
fever,  that  I  dare  not  even  write  to  you  with 
my  own  hand,  on  note-paper  which  has  been 
used  in  the  sick-room.  This  is  no  mere  fancy 
of  mine  ;  the  doctor  in  attendance  here  knows 
of  a  case  in  which  a  small  piece  of  infected 
flannel  communicated  the  disease  after  an 
interval  of  no  less  than  a  year.  I  must  trust 
to  your  own  good  sense  to  see  the  necessity 
of  waiting,  until  I  can  receive  you  without 
any  fear  of  consequences  to  yourself.  In  the 
meantime,  I  may  answer  your  inquiry,  relat- 
ing to  the  name  communicated  in  your  letter. 
I  first  knew  the  gentleman  you  mention  some 
years  since ;  we  were  introduced  to  each 
other  by  Lord  Harry  ;  and  I  saw  him  after- 
wards on  more  than  one  occasion.' 

Mountjoy  read  this  wise  and  considerate 
reply  to  his  letter  with  indignation. 

Here  was  the  good  fortune  for  which  he 
had   not   dared   to   hope,  declaring   itself  in 
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favour  of  Iris.  Here  (if  Mrs.  Yimpany  could 
be  persuaded  to  write  to  her  friend)  was  the 
opportunity  offered  of  keeping  the  hot-tem- 
pered Irish  husband  passive  and  harmless,  by 
keeping  him  without  further  news  of  the 
assassin  of  Arthur  Mountjoy.  Under  these 
encouraging  circumstances,  the  proposed  con- 
sultation which  might  have  produced  such 
excellent  results  had  been  rejected  ;  thanks  to 
a  contemptible  fear  of  infection,  excited  l)y  a 
story  of  a  trumpery  piece  of  flannel ! 

Hugh  snatched  up  tlie  unfortunate  letter 
(cast  away  on  the  floor)  to  tear  it  in  pieces, 
and  til  row  it  into  the  waste-paper  basket — ■ 
and  checked  himself  His  angry  hand  had 
seized  on  it  with  the  blank  leaf  of  the  note- 
paper  uppermost. 

On  that  leaf  lie  discovered  two  little  lines 
of  print,  presenting,  in  the  customary  form, 
the  address  of  the  house  at  which  the  letter 
had  been  written  !     The  writer,  in  taking  the 
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sheet  of  paper  from  tlie  case,  must  have  acci- 
dentally turned  it  wrong  side  uppermost  on 
the  desk,  and  had  not  cared  to  re- copy  the 
letter,  or  had  not  discovered  the  mistake. 
Eestored  to  his  best  good-liumour,  Hugh 
resolved  to  surprise  Mrs.  Vimpany  by  a  visit, 
on  the  next  day,  which  would  set  the  tlieory 
of  contagion  at  defiance,  and  render  valuable 
service  to  Iris  at  a  crisis  in  her  life. 

Having  time  before  him  for  reflection,  in 
tlie  course  of  the  evening,  he  was  at  no  loss 
to  discover  a  formidable  obstacle  in  the  way 
of  his  design. 

Whether  he  a'ave  his  name  or  concealed 
his  name,  when  he  asked  for  Mrs.  Vimpany  at 
the  house-door,  she  would  in  eitlitr  case 
refuse  to  see  him.  The  one  accessible  person 
whom  he  could  consult  in  this  difficulty  was 
his  faithful  old  servant. 

That  experienced  man — formerly  em- 
ployed, at  various  times,  in  the  army,  in  tlie 
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police,  and  in  service  at  a  public  school — 
obtained  leave  to  make  some  preliminary  in- 
vestigations on  the  next  morning. 

He  achieved  two  important  discoveries. 
In  the  first  place,  Mrs.  Yimpany  was  living  in 
the  house  in  which  the  letter  to  his  master 
liad  been  written.  In  the  second  place,  there 
was  a  page  attached  to  the  domestic  esta- 
blishment (already  under  notice  to  leave  his 
situation),  who  was  accessible  to  corruption 
by  means  of  a  bribe.  The  boy  would  be  on 
the  watch  for  Mr.  Mountjoy  at  two  o'clock  on 
that  day,  and  would  show  him  where  to  find 
Mrs.  Vimpany,  in  the  room  near  the  sick  man, 
in  which  she  was  accustomed  to  take  her 
meals. 

Hugh  acted  on  his  instructions,  and  found 
the  page  waiting  to  admit  him  secretly  to 
the  house.  Leading  the  way  upstairs,  the 
boy  pointed  with  one  hand  to  a  door  on  the 
second-fioor,  and  held   out  the  other  hand  to 
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receive  his  money.  While  he  pocketed  the 
bribe,  and  disappeared,  Moiintjoy  opened  the 
door. 

Mrs.  Vimpany  was  seated  at  a  table  wait- 
ing for  her  dinner.  When  Hugh  showed 
himself  she  started  to  her  feet  with  a  cry  of 
alarm. 

'Are  you  mad!'  she  exclaimed.  'How 
did  you  get  here  ?  What  do  you  want  here  ? 
Don't  come  near  me  ! ' 

She  attempted  to  pass  Hugh  on  her  way 
out  of  the  room.  He  caught  her  by  the  arm, 
led  her  back  to  her  chair,  and  forced  her  to 
seat  herself  again.  'Iris  is  in  trouble,'  he 
pleaded,  '  and  you  can  help  her.' 

'The  fever!'  she  cried,  heedless  of  what  he 
had  said.     '  Keep  back  from  me — the  fever ! ' 

For  the  second  time  she  tried  to  get  out 
of  the  room.  For  the  second  time  Hugh 
stopped  her. 

'  Fever  or  no  fever,'  he  persisted,  '  I  have 
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something  to  say  to  you.     In  two  minutes  I 
shall  have  said  it,  and  I  will  go.' 

In  the  fewest  possible  words  he  described 
the  situation  of  Iris  with  her  jealous  husband. 
Mrs.  Vimpany  indignantly  interrupted  him. 

'  Are  you  running  this  dreadful  risk,'  she 
asked,  '  with  nothing  to  say  to  me  that  I 
don't  know  already?  Her  husband  jealous  of 
her  ?  Of  course  he  is  jealous  of  her  !  Leave 
me — or  I  will  ring  for  the  servant.' 

'  Eing,  if  you  like,'  Hugh  answered  ;  '  but 
hear  this  iirst.  My  letter  to  you  alluded  to 
a  consultation  between  us,  which  might  be 
necessary  in  the  interests  of  Iris.  Imagine 
her  situation  if  you  can  !  The  assassin  of 
Arthur  Mountjoy  is  reported  to  be  in 
London  ;  and  Lord  Harry  has  heard  of  it.' 

Mrs.  Yimpany  looked  at  him  with  horror 
in  her  eyes. 

'  Gracious  God  ! '  she  cj'ied,  '  the  man  is 
liere — under  my  care.     Oh,  I  am  not  in  the 
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conspiracy  to  hide  the  wretch !  I  knew  no 
more  of  him  than  you  do  when  I  offered  to 
nurse  him.  The  names  tliat  have  escaped 
him,  in  his  dehrium,  have  told  me  the  truth.' 

As  she  spoke,  a  second  door  in  the  room 
was  opened.  An  okl  woman  showed  herself 
for  a  moment,  trembling  with  terror.  '  He's 
breaking  out  again,  nurse  !  Help  me  to  hold 
liim ! ' 

Mrs.  Yimpany  instantly  followed  the 
woman  into  the  bedroom.  '  Wait  and  listen,' 
she  said  to  Mountjoy — and  left  the  door 
open. 

The  quick,  fierce,  muttering  tones  of  a  man 
in  delirium  were  now  fearfully  audible.  His 
maddened  memory  was  travelling  back  over 
his  own  horrible  life.  He  put  questions  to 
himself ;  he  answered  himself : 

'  Who  drew  the  lot  to  kill  the  traitor .?  I 
did  !  I  did  !  Who  shot  him  on  the  road,  before 
he  could  get  to  the  wood?    I  did!    I  did! 
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Arthur  Mountjoy,  traitor  to  Ireland.  Set 
that  on  his  tombstone,  and  disgrace  him  for 
ever.  Listen,  boys— hsten  !  There  is  a  patriot 
among  you.  I  am  the  patriot — preserved  by 
a  merciful  Providence.  Ha,  my  Lord  Harry, 
search  the  earth  and  search  the  sea,  the 
patriot  is  out  of  your  reach  !  Nurse  !  What's 
that  the  doctor  said  of  me  ?  The  fever  will 
kill  him?  Well,  what  does  that  matter,  as 
•long  as  Lord  Harry  doesn't  kill  me?  Open 
the  doors,  and  let  everybody  hear  of  it.  I 
die  the  death  of  a  saint — the  greatest  of  all 
saints — the  saint  who  shot  Arthur  Mountjoy. 
Oh,  the  heat,  the  heat,  the  burning  raging 
heat ! '  The  tortured  creature  burst  into  a 
dreadful  cry  of  rage  and  pain.  It  was  more 
than  Hugh's  resolution  could  support.  He 
hurried  out  of  the  house. 

Ten  days  passed.     A  letter,  in  a  strange 
handwriting,  reached  Iris  at  Passy. 
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The  first  part  of  the  letter  was  devoted  to 
the  Irish  desperado,  whom  Mrs.  Vimpany  had 
attended  in  liis  illness. 

When  she  only  knew  him  as  a  suffering 
fellow-creature  she  had  promised  to  be  his 
nurse.  Did  the  discovery  that  he  was  an 
assassin  justify  desertion,  or  even  excuse 
neglect  ?  No  !  the  nursing  art,  like  the  heal- 
ing art,  is  an  act  of  mercy — in  itself  too  essen- 
tially noble  to  inquire  whether  the  misery 
that  it  relieves  merits  Iielp.  All  that  ex- 
perience, all  that  intelligence,  all  that  care 
could  offer,  the  nurse  gave  to  the  man  whose 
hand  she  would  have  shrunk  from  touching 
in  friendship,  after  she  had  saved  his  life. 

A  time  had  come  when  the  fever  threat- 
ened to  take  Lord  Harry's  vengeance  out  of 
his  hands.  The  crisis  of  the  disease  declared 
itself.  With  the  shadow  of  death  on  him, 
the  wretch  lived  through  it — saved  by  his 
strong  constitution,  and   by  the  skilled   and 
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fearless  woman  who  attended  on  him.  At 
the  period  of  his  convalescence,  friends  from 
Ireland  (accompanied  by  a  medical  man  of 
their  own  choosing)  presented  themselves  at 
the  house,  and  asked  for  him  by  the  name 
under  which  he  passed — Carrigeen.  With 
every  possible  care,  lie  was  removed ;  to 
what  destination  had  never  been  discovered. 
From  that  time,  all  trace  of  him  had  been 
lost. 

Terrible  news  followed  on  the  next  page. 

The  subtle  power  of  infection  had  asserted 
itself  against  the  poor  mortal  who  had  defied 
it.  Hugh  Mountjoy,  stricken  by  the  man 
wlio  had  murdered  his  brother,  lay  burning 
under  the  scarlet  fire  of  the  fever. 

But  the  nurse  watched  by  him,  night  and 
day. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV 
:my  lord's   mind 

!EEE,  my  old-vagabond- Vimpany,  is 
an  interesting  case  for  you — the 
cry  of  a  patient  witli  a  sick  mind. 
Look  over  it,  and  prescribe  for  your  wikl  Irish 
friend,  if  you  can. 

You  will  perhaps  remember  that  I  have 
never  thoroughly  trusted  you,  in  all  the  years 
since  we  have  known  each  other.  At  this  later 
date  in  our  lives,  when  I  ought  to  see  more 
clearly  than  ever  what  an  unfathomable  man 
you  are,  am  I  rash  enough  to  be  capable  of 
taking  you  into  my  confidence  ? 

I  don't  know  what  I  am  ofoino-  to  do  ;   I 
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feel  like  a  man  who  has  been  stunned.     To  be 
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told  that  the  murderer  of  Arthur  Mountjoy 
had  been  seen  in  London — to  be  prepared  to 
trace  him  by  his  paltry  assumed  name  of 
Carrigeen — to  wait  vainly  for  the  next  dis- 
covery which  might  bring  liini  within  reach 
of  retribution  at  my  hands — and  then  to  be 
overwhelmed  by  the  news  of  his  illness,  his 
recovery,  and  his  disappearance :  these  are 
the  blows  which  have  stupefied  me.  Only 
think  of  it !  He  has  escaped  me  for  the 
second  time.  Fever  that  kills  thousands  of 
harmless  creatures  has  spared  the  assassin. 
He  may  yet  die  in  his  bed,  and  be  buried, 
with  the  guiltless  dead  around  him,  in  a  quiet 
churchyard.  I  can't  get  over  it ;  I  shall 
never  get  over  it. 

Add  to  this,  anxieties  about  my  wife,  and 
maddening  letters  from  creditors — and  don't 
expect  me  to  write  reasonably. 

What  I  want  to  know  is  whether  your 
art  (or  whatever  you  call  it)   can  get  at   my 
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diseased  mind,  tlirougli  my  healthy  body  ? 
You  have  more  than  once  told  me  that 
medicine  can  do  this.  The  time  has  come  for 
doing  it.  I  am  in  a  bad  way,  and  a  bad  end 
may  follow.  My  only  medical  friend,  deliver 
me  from  myself. 

In  any  case,  let  me  beg  you  to  keep  your 
temper  while  you  read  what  follows. 

I  have  to  confess  that  the  devil  whose 
name  is  Jealousy  has  entered  into  me,  and  is 
threatening  the  tranquillity  of  my  married  life. 
You  dislike  Iris,  I  know — and  she  returns 
your  hostile  feeling  towards  her.  Try  to  do 
my  wife  justice,  nevertheless,  as  I  do.  I  don't 
believe  my  distrust  of  her  has  any  excuse — 
and  yet  I  am  jealous.  More  unreasonable  still, 
I  am  as  fond  of  her  as  I  was  in  the  first  days 
of  the  honeymoon.  Is  she  as  fond  as  ever  of 
me  ?  You  were  a  married  man  when  I  was  a 
boy.  Let  me  give  you  the  means  of  forming 
an  opinion  by  a   narrative  of  her    conduct, 
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under  (what  I  admit  to  have  been)  very  trying 
circumstances. 

When  the  first  information  reached  Iris  of 
Hugh  Mountjoy's  dangerous  illness,  we  were 
at  breakfast.  It  struck  her  dumb.  She 
handed  the  letter  to  me,  and  left  the  table. 

I  hate  a  man  who  doesn't  know  what  it  is 
to  want  money  ;  I  hate  a  man  who  keeps  his 
temper  ;  I  hate  a  man  who  pretends  to  be  my 
wife's  friend,  and  who  is  secretly  in  love  with 
her  all  the  time.  What  difference  did  it  make 
to  me  whether  Hugh  Mountjoy  ended  in  living 
or  dying  ?  If  I  had  any  interest  in  the  matter 
it  ought  by  rights  (seeing  that  I  am  jealous  of 
him)  to  be  an  interest  in  his  death.  Well !  I 
declare  positively  that  the  alarming  news  from 
London  spoilt  my  breakfast !  There  is  some- 
thing about  that  friend  of  my  wife — that  smug, 
prosperous,  well-behaved  Englishman — which 
seems  to  plead  for  him  (God  knows  how  !) 
when  my  mind  is  least  inclined  in  liis  favour. 


MY  LORD'S  MIND  203 

While  I  was  reading  about  his  ilhiess,  I  found 
myself  hoping  that  he  would  recover — and,  I 
give  you  my  sacred  word  of  honour,  I  hated 
him  all  the  time  ! 

My  Irish  friend  is  mad — you  will  say. 
Your  Irish  friend,  my  dear  fellow,  does  not 
dispute  it. 

Let  us  get  back  to  my  wife.  She  showed 
herself  again  after  a  long  absence,  having 
something  (at  last)  to  say  to  her  husband. 

'  I  am  innocently  to  blame,'  she  began, 
'  for  the  dreadful  misfortune  that  has  fallen 
on  Mr.  Mountjoy.  If  I  had  not  given  him 
a  message  to  Mrs.  Vimpany,  he  woidd  never 
have  insisted  on  seeing  her,  and  would  never 
have  caught  the  fever.  It  may  help  me  to 
bear  my  misery  of  self-reproach  and  suspense, 
if  I  am  kept  informed  of  his  illness.  There  is 
no  fear  of  infection  by  my  receiving  letters.  I 
am  to  write  to  a  friend  of  Mrs.  Yimpany,  who 
lives  in  another  house,  and  who  will  answer 


2o4  BLIND  LOVE 

my  inquiries.  Do  you  object,  dear  Harry,  to 
my  getting  news  of  Hugh  Mountjoy  every 
day,  while  he  is  in  danger  ?  ' 

I  was  perfectly  willing  that  she  should  get 
that  news,  and  she  ought  to  have  known  it. 

It  seemed  to  me  to  be  also  a  bad  sign  that 
she  made  her  request  with  dry  eyes.  She 
must  have  cried,  when  she  first  heard  that  he 
was  likely  to  sink  under  an  attack  of  fever. 
Why  were  her  tears  kept  hidden  in  her  own 
room  ?  When  she  came  back  to  me,  her  face 
was  pale  and  hard  and  tearless.  Don't  you 
think  she  might  have  forgotten  my  jealousy, 
when  I  was  so  careful  myself  not  to  show  it  .^ 
My  own  belief  is  that  she  was  longing  to  go  to 
London,  and  help  your  wife  to  nurse  tlie  poor 
man,  and  catch  the  fever,  and  die  with  him  if 
lie  died. 

Is  this  bitter  ?  Perhaps  it  is.  Tear  it  off, 
and  light  your  pipe  with  it. 

Well,  the  correspondence  relating  to  the 
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sick  man  continued  every  day  ;  and  every  day 
— oh,  Yimpany,  another  concession  to  my 
jealousy  !— she  handed  the  letters  to  me  to 
read.  I  made  excuses  (we  Irish  are  good 
at  that  if  we  are  good  at  notliing  else),  and 
declined  to  read  the  medical  reports.  One 
morning,  when  she  opened  the  letter  of  that 
day,  there  passed  over  her  a  change  which  is 
likely  to  remain  in  my  memory  as  long  as  I  live. 
Never  have  I  seen  such  an  ecstasy  of  happiness 
in  any  woman's  face,  as  I  saw  when  she  read 
the  lines  which  informed  her  that  the  fever 
was  mastered.  Iris  is  sweet  and  delicate  and 
bright — essentially  fascinating,  in  a  word. 
But  she  was  never  a  beautiful  woman  until 
she  knew  that  Mountjoy's  Hfe  was  safe  ;  and 
she  will  never  be  a  beautiful  woman  again 
unless  the  time  comes  when  my  death  leaves 
her  free  to  marry  him.  On  her  wedding-day 
he  will  see  the  transformation  that  I  saw — and 
]ie  will  be  dazzled  a^  I  was. 
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She  looked  at  me,  as  if  she  expected  me 
to  speak. 

'  I  am  glad  indeed,'  I  said,  '  that  he  is  out 
of  danger.' 

She  ran  to  me — she  kissed  me  ;  I  wouldn't 
have  believed  it  was  in  her  to  give  such  kisses. 
'  Now  I  have  your  sympathy,'  she  said,  '  my 
happiness  is  complete  ! '  Do  you  think  I  was 
indebted  for  those  kisses  to  myself,  or  to  that 
other  man  ?  No,  no — here  is  an  unworthy 
doubt.  I  discard  it.  Vile  suspicion  shall  not 
wrong  Iris  this  time. 

And  yet- 

Shall  I  go  on,  and  write  the  rest  of  it  ? 

Poor,  dear  Arthur  Mountjoy  once  told  me 
of  a  foreign  author,  who  was  in  great  doubt 
of  the  right  answer  to  some  tough  question 
that  troubled  him.  He  went  into  his  garden 
and  threw  a  stone  at  a  tree.  If  he  hit  the 
tree,  the  answer  would  be — Yes.  If  he 
missed  the  tree,  the  answer  would  be — No. 
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I  am  going  into  the  garden  to  imitate  the 
foreic^n  author.     You  shall  hear  how  it  ends. 

I  have  hit  the  tree.  As  a  necessary  conse- 
quence, I  must  go  on  and  write  the  rest  of  it. 

There  is  a  growing  estrangement  between 
Iris  and  myself — and  my  jealousy  doesn't 
altogether  account  for  it.  Sometimes,  it 
occurs  to  me  that  we  are  thinking  of  what  our 
future  relations  with  Mountjoy  are  likely  to  be, 
and  are  ashamed  to  confess  it  to  each  other. 
Sometimes — and  perhaps  this  second,  and 
easiest,  guess  may  be  the  right  one — I  am  apt 
to  conclude  that  we  are  only  anxious  about 
money  matters.  I  am  waiting  for  her  to 
touch  on  the  subject,  and  she  is  waiting  for 
me  ;  and  there  we  are  at  a  deadlock. 

I  wish  I  had  some  reason  for  <]^oino^  to  some 
other  place.  I  wish  I  was  lost  among  stran- 
gers. I  should  like  to  find  myself  in  a  state 
of  danger,  meeting  the  risks  that  I  used  to  run 
in  my  vagabond  days.     Now  I  think  of  it,  I 
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might  enjoy  this  last  excitement  by  going  back 
to  England,  and  giving  the  InvincibJes  a 
chance  of  shooting  me  as  a  traitor  to  the 
cause.  But  my  wife  would  object  to  that. 

Suppose  we  change  the  subject. 

You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  you  know 
something  of  law,  as  well  as  of  medicine.  I 
sent  instructions  to  my  solicitor  in  London  to 
raise  a  loan  on  my  life-insurance.  What  you 
said  to  me  turns  out  to  be  right.  I  can't  raise 
a  farthing,  for  three  years  to  come,  out  of  all 
the  thousands  of  pounds  which  I  shall  leave 
behind  me  when  I  die. 

Are  my  prospects  from  the  newspaper 
likely  to  cheer  me  after  such  a  disappointment 
as  this  ?  The  new  journal,  I  have  the  pleasure 
of  informing  you,  is  much  admired.  When  I 
inquire  for  my  profits,  I  hear  that  the  expenses 
are  heavy,  and  I  am  told  that  I  must  wait  for 
a  rise  in  our  circulation.  How  long  ?  Nobody 
knows. 
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i  sliall  keep  these  pages  open  for  a  few 
days  more,  on  the  chance  of  something  hap- 
pening which  may  alter  my  present  position 
for  the  better. 

My  position  has  altered  for  the  worse. 

I  have  been  obhged  to  fill  my  empty  purse, 
for  a  little  while,  by  means  of  a  bit  of  stamped 
paper.  And  how  shall  I  meet  my  liabilities 
when  the  Note  falls  due  ?  Let  time  answer 
the  question  ;  for  the  present  the  evil  day  is 
put  ofi*.  In  the  meanwhile,  if  that  literary 
speculation  of  yours  is  answering  no  better  than 
my  newspaper,  I  can  lend  you  a  few  pounds  to 
get  on  with.  What  do  you  say  (on  second 
thoughts)  to  coming  back  to  your  old  quarters 
at  Passy,  and  giving  me  your  valuable  advice 
by  word  of  mouth  instead  of  by  letter  ? 

Come,  and  feel  my  pulse,  and  look  at  my 
tongue — and  tell  me  how  these  various 
anxieties  of  mine  are  going  to  end,  before  we 

VOL.  II.  r 
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are  any  of  us  a  year  older.  Shall  I,  like  you, 
be  separated  from  my  wife — at  lier  request  ? 
oh,  not  at  mine  !  Or  shall  I  be  locked  up  in 
prison  ?  And  what  will  become  of  You  ?  Do 
you  take  the  hint,  doctor  ? 
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loving  and  generous  lieart,  I  must  not  accept 
expressions  of  gratitude  which  would  only 
embarrass  me.  All  that  I  have  done,  as  a 
nurse,  and  all  that  I  may  yet  hope  to  do, 
is  no  more  than  an  effort  to  make  amends 
for  my  past  life.  Iris  has  my  heart's  truest 
wishes  for  her  happiness.  Until  I  can  my- 
self write  to  her  without  danger,  let  this  be 
enough.' 

In  those  terms,  dearest  of  women,  your 
friend  has  sent  your  message  to  me.  My  love 
respects  as  well  as  admires  you  ;  your  wishes 
are  commands  to  me.  At  the  same  time,  I 
may  find  some  relief  from  the  fears  of  the 
future  that  oppress  me,  if  I  can  confide  them 
to  friendly  ears.  May  I  not  harmlessly  write 
to  you,  if  I  only  write  of  my  own  poor  self? 

Try,  dear,  to  remember  those  pleasant  days 
when  you  were  staying  with  us,  in  our  honey- 
moon time,  at  Paris. 
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You  warned  me  one  evening  when  we 
were  alone,  to  be  on  my  guard  against  any 
circumstances  which  might  excite  my  hus- 
band's jealousy.  Since  then,  the  trouble  that 
you  foresaw  has  fallen  on  me ;  mainly,  I  am 
afraid,  through  my  own  want  of  self-control. 
It  is  so  hard  for  a  woman,  when  she  really 
loves  a  man,  to  understand  a  state  of  mind 
which  can  make  him  doubt  her, 

I  have  discovered  that  jealousy  varies, 
Let  me  tell  you  what  I  mean. 

Lord  Harry  was  silent  and  sullen  (ah,  how 
well  I  knew  what  that  meant !)  while  the  life 
of  our  poor  Hugh  was  in  jeopardy.  When  I 
read  the  good  news  which  told  me  that  he 
was  no  lonf^er  in  dansrer,  I  don't  know  whether 
there  was  any  change  worth  remarking  in 
myself — but,  there  was  a  change  in  my  hus- 
band, delightful  to  see.  His  face  showed  such 
sweet  sympathy  when  he  looked  at  me,  he 
spoke  so  kindly  and  nicely  of  Hugh,  that  I 
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could  only  express  my  pleasure  by  kissing 
him.  You  will  hardly  believe  me,  when  I  tell 
you  that  his  hateful  jealousy  appeared  again 
at  that  moment.  lie  looked  surprised,  he 
looked  suspicious — he  looked,  I  declare,  as  if 
he  doubted  whether  I  meant  it  with  all  my 
heart  when  I  kissed  him  !  What  incompre- 
hensible creatures  men  are  !  We  read  in 
novels  of  women  who  are  able  to  manage 
their  masters.  I  wish  I  knew  how  to  manage 
mine. 

We  have  been  getting  into  debt.  For 
some  weeks  past,  this  sad  state  of  things  has 
been  a  burden  on  my  mind.  Day  after  day 
I  have  been  expecting  liim  to  speak  of  our 
situation,  and  have  found  him  obstinately 
silent.  Is  his  mind  entirely  occupied  witli 
other  things?  Or  is  he  unwiUing  to  speak 
of  our  anxieties  because  the  subject  humi- 
liates him?  Yesterday,  I  could  bear  it  no 
lono'er. 
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'  Our  debts  are  increasing,'  I  said.  '  Have 
you  thought  of  any  way  of  paying  them?  ' 

I  liad  feared  that  my  question  might  irri- 
tate him.  To  my  rehef,  he  seemed  to  be 
diverted  by  it. 

'  The  payment  of  debts,'  he  replied,  '  is  a 
problem  that  I  am  too  poor  to  solve.  Per- 
ha2)s  I  got  near  to  it  the  other  day.' 

I  asked  how. 

'  Well,'  he  said,  '  I  found  myself  wishing 
I  had  some  rich  friends.  By-the-by,  how  is 
your  rich  friend?  What  have  you  heard 
lately  of  Mr.  Mountjoy?' 

'  I  have  heard  that  he  is  steadily  advancing 
towards  recovery.' 

'  Likely,  I  dare  say,  to  return  to  France 
when  he  feels  equal  to  it,'  my  husband  re- 
marked. 'He  is  a  good-natured  creature.  If 
he  finds  himself  in  Paris  again,  I  wonder 
whether  he  will  pay  us  another  visit?' 

He  said  this  quite  seriousty.     On  my  side. 
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I  was  too  much  astonished  to  utter  a  word. 
My  bewilderment  seemed  to  amuse  him.  In 
his  own  pleasant  way  he  explained  him- 
self: 

'  I  ought  to  have  told  you,  my  dear,  that 
I  was  in  Mr.  Mountjoy's  company  the  night 
before  he  returned  to  England.  We  had  said 
some  disagreeable  things  to  each  other,  here 
in  the  cottage,  while  you  were  away  in  your 
room.  My  tongue  got  the  better  of  my  judg- 
ment. In  short,  I  spoke  rudely  to  our  guest. 
Thinking  over  it  afterwards,  I  felt  that  I  ought 
to  make  an  apology.  He  received  my  sincere 
excuses  with  an  amiability  of  manner,  and  a 
grace  of  language,  which  raised  him  greatly 
in  my  estimation.' 

There  you  liave  Lord  Harry's  own  words  ! 
Who  would  suppose  that  he  liad  ever  been 
jealous  of  the  man  whom  he  spoke  of  in  this 
way? 

I  explain  it  to  myself,  partly  by  tlie  charm 
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ill  Hugh's  look  and  manner,  wliich  everybody 
feels  ;  partly  by  the  readiness  with  which  my 
husband's  variable  nature  receives  new  im- 
pressions. I  hope  you  agree  with  me.  In 
any  case,  pray  let  Hugh  see  v/hat  I  have 
Avritten  to  you  in  this  place,  and  ask  him 
what  he  thinks  of  it.^ 

Encouraged,  as  you  will  easily  understand, 
by  the  delightful  prospect  of  a  reconciliation 
between  them,  I  was  eager  to  take  my  first 
opportunity  of  speaking  freely  of  Hugh.  Up 
to  that  time,  it  had  been  a  hard  trial  to  keep 
to  myself  so  much  that  was  deeply  interesting 
in  my  thoughts  and  hopes.  But  my  hours  of 
disappointment  were  not  at  an  end  yet.  We 
were  interrupted. 

A  letter  Avas  brought  to  us — one  of  many, 
already  received  ! — ^^insisting  on  immediate 
payment  of  a  debt  that  had  been  too  long  un- 

^  JS^ofe  hy  Mrs.  VimjKmy. — I  shall  certainly  not  be  foolish 
enough  to  show  what  she  has  written  to  Mr.  Mountjoy.  Poor 
deluded  Iris  !     Miserable,  fatal  rparriafre  ! 
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settled.  The  detestable  subject  of  our  poverty 
insisted  on  claiming  attention  when  there  was 
a  messenger  outside,  waiting  for  my  poor 
Harry's  last  French  bank  note. 

'What  is  to  be  done?'  I  said,  wlien  we 
were  left  by  ourselves  again. 

My  husband's  composure  was  something 
wonderful.     He  lauc^hed  and  lit  a  ciij^ar. 

'We  have  got  to  the  crisis,'  he  said. 
'  The  question  of  money  has  driven  us  into  a 
corner  at  last.  My  darling,  have  you  ever 
heard  of  such  a  thing  as  a  promissory  note  ? ' 

I  was  not  quite  so  ignorant  as  he  sup- 
posed me  to  be ;  I  said  I  had  lieard  my  father 
speak  of  promissory  notes. 

This  seemed  to  fail  in  convincing  him. 
'  Your  father,'  he  remarked,  '  used  to  pay  liis 
notes  when  tliey  fell  due.' 

I  betrayed  my  ignorance,  after  all. 
'  Doesn't  everybody  do  the  same  ? '  I  asked. 

He  burst  out  lauo-liinor.      '  \Ye  will  send 
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the  maid  to  get  a  bit  of  stamped  paper,'  he 
said  ;  '  I'll  write  the  message  for  her,  this 
time.' 

Those  last  words  alluded  to  Famiy's  igno- 
rance of  the  French  language,  which  made  it 
necessary  to  provide  her  with  written  instruc- 
tions, when  she  was  sent  on  an  errand.  In 
our  domestic  affairs,  I  was  able  to  do  this  ; 
but,  in  the  present  case,  I  only  handed  the 
message  to  her.  When  she  returned  with  a 
slip  of  stamped  paper,  Harry  called  to  me  to 
come  to  the  writing-table. 

'  Now,  my  sweet,'  he  said,  '  see  how  easil}^ 
money  is  to  be  got  with  a  scratch  of  the  pen.' 

I  looked  over  his  shoulder.  In  less  than 
a  minute  it  was  done  ;  and  lie  had  produced 
ten  thousand  francs  on  paper — in  English 
money  (as  he  told  me),  four  hundred  pounds. 
This  seemed  to  be  a  laro^e  loan  ;  I  asked  how 
he  proposed  to  pay  it  back.  He  kindly  re- 
minded me  that    he  was    a   newspaper    pro- 
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prietor,  and,  as  such,  possessed  of  the  means 
of  inspiring  confidence  in  persons  with  money 
to  spare.  They  could  afford,  it  seems,  to  give 
him  three  months  in  whicli  to  arrange  for  re- 
payment. In  that  time,  as  he  thought,  the 
profits  of  the  new  journal  might  come  pouring 
in.     He  knew  best,  of  course. 

We  took  the  next  train  to  Paris,  and 
turned  our  bit  of  paper  into  notes  and  gold. 
Never  was  there  such  a  delightful  companion 
as  my  husband,  when  he  has  got  money  in  his 
pocket.  After  so  much  sorrow  and  anxiet}^, 
for  weeks  past,  that  memorable  afternoon  was 
hke  a  glimpse  of  Paradise. 

On  the  next  morning,  there  was  an  end  to 
my  short-lived  enjoyment  of  no  more  than  the 
latter  half  of  a  day. 

Watching  her  opportunity,  Fanny  Mere 
came  to  me  while  I  was  alone,  carrying  a 
thick  letter  in  her  hand.  She  held  it  before 
me  witli  the  address  uppermost, 
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*  Please  to  look  at  that,'  she  said. 

The  letter  was  directed  (in  Harry's  hand- 
writing) to  Mr.  Vimpany,  at  a  publisliing 
office  in  London.  Fanny  next  turned  the 
envelope  the  other  way. 

'  Look  at  this  side,'  she  resumed. 

The  envelope  was  specially  protected  by  a 
seal ;  bearing  a  device  of  my  husband's  own 
invention ;  tliat  is  to  say,  the  initials  of  his 
name  (Harry  Norland)  surmounted  by  a  star 
*— his  lucky  star,  as  lie  paid  me  the  compli- 
ment of  calling  it,  on  the  day  when  he 
married  me.  I  was  thinking  of  that  day  now. 
Fanny  saw  me  looking,  with  a  sad  heart,  at 
the  impression  on  the  wax.  She  completely 
misinterpreted  the  direction  taken  by  my 
thoughts. 

'  Tell  me  to  do  it,  my  lady,'  she  pro- 
ceeded ;  '  and  I'll  open  the  letter.' 

I  looked  at  her.  She  showed  no  confusion. 
'  I  can  seal  it  up  again,'  she  coolly  explained, 
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'  with  a  Lit  of  fresli  wax  aiKl  my  thimble. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Vimpany  won't  be  sober  enough 
to  notice  it.' 

'  Do  you  know,  Fanny,  that  you  are 
making  a  dishonourable  proposal  to  me  ? '  I 
said. 

'  I  know  there's  nothing  I  can  do  to  help 
you  that  I  won't  do,'  she  answered  ;  '  and  you 
know  why.  I  have  made  a  dishonourable 
proposal — have  I  ?  That  comes  quite  natu- 
rally to  a  lost  Avoman  like  me.  Shall  I  tell 
you  what  Honour  means  ?  It  means  sticking 
at  nothing,  in  your  service.  Please  tell  me  to 
open  the  letter.' 

'  How  did  you  come  by  tlie  letter, 
Fanny?' 

'  My  master  gave  it  to  me  to  put  in  the 
post.' 

'  Then,  post  it.' 

The  strange  creature,  so  full  of  contra- 
ries— so    sensitive   at   one   time,    so   impene- 
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trable  at  another — pointed  again  to  the  ad- 
dress. 

*  When  the  master  "writes  to  that  man,' 
she  went  on — '  a  long  letter  (if  you  will 
notice),  and  a  sealed  letter — your  ladyship 
ought  to  see  what  is  inside  it.  I  haven't  a 
doubt  myself  that  there's  writing  under  this 
seal  which  bodes  trouble  to  you.  The  spare 
bedroom  is  empty.  Do  you  want  to  have  the 
doctor  for  your  visitor  again?  Don't  tell  me 
to  post  the  letter,  till  I've  opened  it  first,' 

'  I  do  tell  you  to  post  the  letter.' 

Fanny  submitted,  so  far.  But  she  had  a 
new  form  of  persuasion  to  try,  before  her 
reserves  of  resistance  were  exhausted.  '  If 
the  doctor  comes  back,'  she  continued,  '  will 
vour  ladyship  give  me  leave  to  go  out,  when- 
ever I  ask  for  it  ? ' 

This  was  surely  presuming  on  my  indul- 
gence. 'Are  you  not  expecting  a  little  too 
much?'  I  suggested — not  unkindly. 
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'  If  you  say  that,  my  lady,'  she  answered^ 
'  I  shall  be  obliged  to  ask  you  to  suit  your- 
self with  another  maid.' 

There  was  a  tone  of  dictation  in  this, 
which  I  found  beyond  endurance.  In  ray 
anger,  I  said  :  '  Leave  me  whenever  you 
like.' 

'I  shall  leave  you  when  I'm  dead — not 
before,'  was  the  reply  that  I  received,  '  But 
if  you  won't  let  me  have  my  liberty  without 
going  away  from  you,  for  a  time,  I  must  go — 
for  your  sake.' 

(For  my  sake  !     Pray  observe  that.) 

She  went  on : 

'  Try  to  see  it,  my  lady,  as  I  do !  If  we 
have  the  doctor  with  us  again,  I  must  be  able 
to  watch  him,' 

'Why?' 

'  Because  he  is  your  enemy,  as  I  believe.' 

'  How  can  he  hurt  me,  Fanny  ? ' 

'  Through  your  husband,  my  lady,  if  he 
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can  do  it  in  no  other  way.     Mr.   Vimpany 
sliall  have  a  spy  at   his   heels.      Dishonour- 
able !  oh,  dishonourable  again  !     Never  mind. 
I   don't   pretend    to    know  what    that  villain 
means  to  do,  if  he  and  my  lord  get  together 
again.     But   this   I   can   tell   you,   if  it's   in 
woman's  wit  to  circumvent   him,  here  I  am 
with    my  mind   made   up.     With    my   mind 
made    up  !  '    slie   repeated   fiercely — and   re- 
covered on  a  sudden  her  customary  character 
as  a  quiet  well- trained  servant,  devoted  to  her 
duties.     '  I'll  take  my  master's  letter  to    the 
post  now,'  she  said.     '  Is  there  anything  your 
ladyship  wants  in  the  town  ? ' 

What  do  you  think  of  Fanny  Mere? 
Ought  I  to  have  treated  this  last  offer  of 
her  services,  as  I  treated  her  proposal  to 
open  the  letter?     I  was  not  able  to  do  it. 

The  truth  is,  I  was  so  touched  by  her 
devotion  to  me,  that  I  could  not  prevail  on 
myself  to  mortify  her  by  a  refusal.     I  believe 
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there  may  be  a  good  reason  for  the  distrust 
of  the  doctor  which  possesses  her  so  strongly ; 
and  I  feel  the  importance  of  having  this  faitli- 
ful  and  determined  woman  for  an  ally.  Let 
me  hope  that  Mr.  Yimpany's  return  (if  it  is 
to  take  place)  may  be  delayed  until  you  can 
safely  wa^ite,  with  your  own  hand,  such  a 
letter  of  wise  advice  as  I  sadly  need. 

In  the  meantime,  give  my  love  to  Hugh, 
and  say  to  this  dear  friend  all  that  I  might 
have  said  for  myself,  if  I  had  been  near  him. 
But  take  care  that  his  recovery  is  not  retarded 
by  anxiety  for  me.  Pray  keep  him  in  igno- 
rance of  the  doubts  and  fears  with  which  I  am 
now  looking  at  the  future.  If  I  was  not  so 
fond  of  my  husband,  I  sliould  be  easier  in  my 
mind.  This  sounds  contradictory,  but  I  believe 
you  will  understand  it.  For  a  while,  my  dear, 
good-bye. 
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CHArTEE  XXXYI 

THE    DOCTOE    MEANS   MISCHIEF 

N  tlie  clay  after  Lord  Harry's  de- 
scription of  the  state  of  his  mind 
reached  London,  a  gentleman  pre- 
sented himself  at  the  jniblishing  office  of 
Messrs.  Boldside  Brothers,  and  asked  for  the 
senior  partner,  Mr.  Peter  Boldside.  When  he 
sent  in  his  card,  it  bore  the  name  of  *  Mr.  Yim- 
pany.' 

'  To  what  fortunate  circumstance  am  I 
indebted,  sir,  for  the  honour  of  your  visit  P' 
the  senior  partner  inquired.  His  ingratiating 
manners,  his  genial  smile,  his  roundly  resonant 
voice,  were  personal  advantages  of  whicli  he 
made  a  merciless  use.     The  hterary  customer 
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who  entered  the  office,  hesitating  before  the 
question  of  publishing  a  work  at  his  own  ex- 
pense, generally  decided  to  pay  the  penalty 
when  he  encountered  Mr.  Peter  Boldside. 

'  I  want  to  inquire  about  the  sale  of  my 
work,'  Mr.  Yimpany  replied. 

'  Ah,  doctor,  you  have  come  to  the  wrong 
man.     You  must  go  to  my  brother.' 

Mr.  Yimpany  protested.  '  You  mentioned 
the  terms  when  I  first  applied  to  you,'  he 
said,  *  and  you  signed  the  agreement.' 

'  That  is  in  my  department,'  the  senior 
partner  gently  explained.  '  And  I  shall  write 
the  cheque  when,  as  we  botli  hope,  your  large 
profits  shall  fall  due.  But  our  sales  of  works 
are  in  the  department  of  my  brother,  Mr.  Paul 
Boldside.'  He  rang  a  bell ;  a  clerk  appeared, 
and  received  his  instructions  :  '  Mr.  Paul. 
Good-morning,  doctor.' 

Mr.  Paul  was,  personally  speaking,  his 
brother   repeated — without   the   deep   voice, 
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and  without  the  genial  smile.  Conducted  to 
the  office  of  the  junior  partner,  Mr.  Vimpany 
found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a  stranger, 
occupied  in  turning  over  the  pages  of  a  news- 
paper. Whien  his  name  was  announced,  the 
publisher  started,  and  handed  his  newspaper 
to  the  doctor. 

'This  is  a  coincidence,'  he  said.  'I  was 
looking,  sir,  for  your  name  in  the  pages  which 
I  have  just  put  into  your  hand.  Surely  the 
editor  can't  have  refused  to  publish  your 
letter  .^ ' 

Mr.  Vimpany  was  sober,  and  therefore  sad, 
and  therefore  (again)  not  to  be  trifled  with  by 
a  mystifying  reception.  '  I  don't  understand 
you,'  he  answered  gruffly.  'What  do  you 
mean  ?  ' 

'  Is  it  possible  that  you  have  not  seen  last 
week's  number  of  the  paper?'  Mr.  Paul  asked. 
'  And  you  a  hterary  man  ! '  He  forthwith 
produced  the  last  week's  number,  and  opened 
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it  at  the  right  place.  '  Eead  that,  sir,'  he  said, 
with  soinethino'  in  his  manner  which  looked 
like  virtuous  indignation. 

Mr.  YJmpany  found  lumself  confronted  by 
a  letter  addressed  to  the  editor.  It  was  signed 
by  an  eminent  ph3'sician,  whose  portrait  had 
appeared  in  the  first  serial  part  of  the  new 
work — accompanied  by  a  brief  memoir  of  his 
life,  Avhich  purported  to  be  written  by  himself. 
Not  one  line  of  the  autobiography  (this  cele- 
brated person  declared)  had  proceeded  from 
his  pen.  Mr.  Vimpany  had  impudently  pub- 
lislied  an  imaginary  memoir,  full  of  false 
reports  and  scandalous  inventions — and  this 
after  he  liad  been  referred  to  a  trustworthy 
source  for  the  necessary  particulars.  Stating 
these  facts,  tlie  indignant  physician  cautioned 
readers  to  beware  of  purcliasing  a  work  which, 
so  far  as  lie  was  concerned,  was  nothing  less 
than  a  fraud  on  the  public . 

'If  you  can  answer  tliat  letter,  sir,'  Mr. 
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Paul  Jjoldside  resumed,  '  the  better  it  will  be, 
I  can  tell  you,  for  tlie  sale  of  your  publica- 
tion.' 

Mr.  Yinipany  made  a  reckless  reply :  '  I 
want  to  know  Iioav  the  thing  sells.  Never 
mind  the  letter.' 

'  Never  mind  tlie  letter  ? '  the  j unior  partner 
repeated.  '  A  positive  charge  of  fraud  is 
advanced  by  a  man  at  the  head  of  his  pro- 
fession against  a  work  which  we  have  pub- 
lished— and  you  say,  Never  mind  the  letter.' 

The  rougli  customer  of  \\\(i  Boldsides 
struck  his  fist  on  tlie  table.  '  Bother  the 
letter!     I  insist  on  knowing  what  the  sale  is.' 

Still  preserving  his  dignit}',  Mr.  Paid  (like 
Mr.  Peter)  rang  for  the  clerk,  and  brielly  gave 
an  order.  '  Mr.  Vimpany's  account,'  he  said 
— and  proceeded  to  admonish  Mr.  Yimpany 
himself 

'  You  appear,  sir,  to  have  no  defence  of 
your  conduct  to  offer.     Our  firm  has  a  repu- 
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tation  to  preserve.  When  I  have  consulted 
with  my  brother,  we  shall  be  under  the  dis- 
agreeable necessity -' 

Here  (as  he  afterwards  told  his  brother) 
the  publisher  was  brutally  interrupted  by  tlie 
author : 

'  If  you  will  have  it,'  said  this  rude  man, 
'  here  it  is  in  two  words.  The  doctor's  por- 
trait is  the  likeness  of  an  ass.  As  he  couldn't 
do  it  liimself,  I  wanted  materials  for  writing 
his  life.  He  referred  me  to  the  year  of  his 
birth,  the  year  of  his  marriage,  the  year  of 
this,  that,  and  the  other.  Wlio  cares  about 
dates  ?  The  public  likes  to  be  tickled  by  per- 
sonal statements.  Very  well — I  tickled  the 
public.     There  you  have  it  in  a  nutshell.* 

The  clerk  appeared  at  that  auspicious 
moment,  with  the  author's  account  neatly 
exhibited  under  two  sides :  a  Debtor  side, 
which  represented  tlie  expenditure  of  Hugli 
Mountjoy's  money  :  and  a  Creditor  side,  which 
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represented  (so  far)  Mr.  Yimpany's  profits. 
Amount  of  these  last :  3/.   14.s\  10<r/. 

Mr.  Yimpany  tore  up  the  account,  threw 
the  pieces  in  the  face  of  Mr.  Paul,  and  ex- 
pressed his  sentiments  in  one  opprobrious 
word  :  '  Swindlers  ! ' 

The  publisher  said  :  '  You  shall  liear  of 
us,  sir,  through  our  lawyer.' 

And  the  author  answered :  'Go  to  the 
devil ! ' 

Once  out  in  the  streets  again,  the  first 
open  door  at  which  Mr.  Yimpany  stopped  was 
the  door  of  a  tavern.  He  ordered  a  glass  of 
brandy  and  water,  and  a  cigar. 

It  was  then  the  hour  of  the  afternoon, 
between  the  time  of  luncheon  and  the  time 
of  dinner,  when  the  business  of  a  tavern  is 
generally  in  a  state  of  suspense.  The  dining- 
room  was  empty  when  Mr.  Yimpany  entered 
it ;  and  the  waiter's  unoccupied  attention  was 
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ill  want  of  an  object.  Having  nothing  else  to 
notice,  lie  looked  at  tlie  person  wlio  liad  just 
come  in.  The  deluded  strano'er  was  drinkini? 
liery  potato-brandy,  and  smoking  (at  the 
foreign  price)  an  English  cigar.  Would  his 
taste  tell  him  the  melanclioly  truth  ?  No  ;  it 
seemed  to  matter  nothing  to  him  what  he  was 
drinking  or  what  he  was  smoking.  Now  he 
looked  angry,  and  now  he  looked  puzzled  ; 
and  now  lie  took  a  long  letter  from  his  pocket, 
and  read  it  in  places,  and  marked  the  places 
with  a  pencil.  '  Up  to  some  mischief,'  was 
the  waiter's  interpretation  of  these  signs.  The 
stranger  ordered  a  second  glass  of  grog,  and 
drank  it  in  gulps,  and  fell  into  such  deep 
thought  that  he  let  his  cigar  go  out.  Evidently, 
a  man  in  search  of  an  idea.  And,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, he  found  what  he  wanted  on  a  sud- 
den. In  a  hurry  he  paid  his  reckoning,  and 
left  his  small  cham>'e  and  Iiis  unfinished  ciirar 
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on  tlie  table,  and  was  off  before  the  waiter 
conld  say  '  Thank  you.' 

The  next  place  at  whicli  he  stopped  was  a 
fnie  house  m  a  spacious  square.  A  carriage 
was  waiting  at  tlie  door.  The  servant  who 
opened  the  door  knew  liim. 

'  Sir  James  is  going  out  again,  sir,  in  two 
minutes,'  tlie  man  said.  Mr.  Yimpany 
answered  :  '  I  won't  keep  him  two  minutes.' 

A  bell  ranf^  from  the  room  on  the  i^round 
floor ;  and  a  gentleman  came  out  as  Mr.  Yimpany 
was  shown  in.  Sir  James's  stethoscope  was 
still  in  his  hand  ;  his  latest  medical  fee  lay  on 
the  table.  '  Some  other  day,  Yimpany,'  tlie 
ureat  suro-eon  said  ;  '  I  have  no  time  to  liive 
you  now.' 

'  Will  you  give  me  a  minute  ? '  the  humble 
doctor  asked. 

'  Yery  well.     WJiat  is  it  ?  ' 

'  I  am  down  in  the  world  now,  Sir  James, 
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as  you  know— and  I  am  trying  to  pick  myself 
up  again.' 

'  Very  creditable,  my  good  fellow.  How 
can  I  help  you?  Come,  come— out  witli  it. 
You  want  sometliinc^  ?  ' 

'I  want  your  great  name  to  do  me  a  great  ser- 
vice. I  am  <]^oino'  to  France.  A  letter  of  intro- 
duction,  from  you,  will  open  doors  wliicli  might 
be  closed  to  an  unknown  man  like  myself.' 

'  What  doors  do  you  mean  ?  '  Sir  James 
asked. 

'  The  doors  of  tlic  liospitals  in  Paris.' 

'  Wait  a  minute,  Yimpany.  Have  you  any 
particular  object  in  view  ? ' 

'  A  professional  object  of  course,'  the  ready 
doctor  answered.  'I  have  got  an  idea  for  a 
new  treatment  of  diseases  of  the  lungs  ;  and  I 
want  to  see  if  the  French  liave  made  any 
recent  discoveries  in  that  direction.' 

Sir  James  took  up  his  pen — and  hesitated. 
His  ill-starred  medical  colleague  had  been  his 


THE  DOCTOR  MEANS  MISCHIEF        237 

fellow-student  and  his  friend,  in  the  days 
when  they  were  both  young  men.  Tliey  had 
seen  but  little  of  each  other  since  they  had 
gone  their  different  ways — one  of  them,  on  tlie 
high  road  which  leads  to  success,  the  other 
down  the  byways  which  end  in  failure.  Tlie 
famous  surgeon  felt  a  passing  doubt  of 
the  use  which  his  needy  and  vagabond 
inferior  might  make  of  his  name.  For 
a  moment  ]iis  pen  was  held  suspended  over 
the  paper.  But  the  man  of  great  reputation 
was  also  a  man  of  great  heart.  Old  associa- 
tions pleaded  with  him  and  won  their  cause. 
His  companion  of  former  times  left  the  house 
provided  Avith  a  letter  of  introduction  to  tlie 
chief  surgeon  at  the  Hotel  Dieu,  in  Paris. 

Mr.  Yimpany's  next,  and  last,  proceeding 
for  that  day,  was  to  stop  at  a  telegraph -office, 
and  to  communicate  economically  with  Lord 
Harry  in  three  words. 

'  Expect  me  to-morrow.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXVII 

THE    FIRST   QUARREL 

AELY  in  the  morning  of  the  next 
day,  Lord  Harry  received  the 
doctor's  telegram.  Iris  not  hav- 
ing risen  at  the  time,  he  sent  for  Fanny 
Mere,  and  ordered  her  to  get  the  spare  room 
ready  for  a  guest.  The  maid's  busy  suspi- 
cion tempted  her  to  put  a  venturesome  ques- 
tion. She  asked  if  the  person  expected  was 
a  lady  or  a  gentleman. 

'  What  business  is  it  of  yours  who  the 
visitor  is  ? '  her  master  asked  sharply. 
Always  easy  and  good-humoured  with  his 
inferiors  in  general,  Lord  Harry  had  taken  a 
dislike  to  his  wife's  maid,  from  the  moment 
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when  lie  had  iirst  seen  her.  His  Irish  feehnf? 
for  beauty  and  brightness  was  especially 
offended  by  tlic  unhealthy  pallor  of  the 
woman's  complexion,  and  the  sullen  self- 
suppression  of  her  manner.  All  that  his 
native  ingenuity  had  been  able  to  do  was  to 
make  her  a  means  of  paying  a  compliment  to 
his  wife.  '  Your  maid  has  one  merit,  in  my 
eyes,'  he  said  ;  '  she  is  a  living  proof  of  the 
sweetness  of  your  temper.' 

Iris  joined  her  husband  at  the  breakfast- 
table  with  an  appearance  of  disturbance  in 
her  face,  seldom  seen  during  the  dull  days  of 
her  life  at  Passy.  '  I  hear  of  somebody  com- 
ing to  stay  with  us,'  she  said.  '  Xot  Mr. 
Vimpany  again,  I  hope  and  trust  ? ' 

Lord  Harry  Avas  careful  to  give  his  cus- 
tomary morning  kiss,  before  he  replied. 
'  Why  shouldn't  my  faithful  old  friend  come 
and  see  me  again  ?  '  he  asked,  with  his  win- 
ning' smile. 
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'  Pray  don't  speak  of  that  hateful  man,' 
she  answered,  '  as  your  faithful  old  friend  ! 
He  is  nothing  of  the  kind.  What  did  you 
tell  me  when  he  took  leave  of  us  after  his  last 
visit,  and  I  owned  I  was  glad  tliat  he  had 
gone?  You  said:  "Faith,  my  dear,  I'm  as 
glad  as  you  are." ' 

Her    good-natured    husband    laughed    at 
this    little    picture    of    himself.      '  Ah,    my 
darling,  how  many  more  times  am  I  to  make 
the   same    confession   to   my   pretty   priest  ? 
Try  to  remember,  without  more  telling,  that 
it's  one  of  my  misfortunes  to  be  a  man   of 
many  tempers.     There  are  times  when  I  get 
tired  to  death  of  Vimpany ;    and   there  are 
times  when   the   cheery   old    devil   exercises 
fascinations  over  me.     I  declare  you're  spoil- 
ing the  eyebrows    that   I  admire  by  letting 
them  twist  themselves  into  a  frown  !     After 
the  trouble  I  have  taken  to  clear  your  mind 
of  prejudice  against  an  unfortunate  man,  it's 
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disheartening  to  find  you  so  hard  on  the  poor 
fellow's  faults  and  so  blind  to  his  virtues.' 

The  time  had  been  when  this  remon- 
strance might  have  influenced  his  wife's 
opinion.  She  passed  it  over  without  notice, 
now. 

'  Does  he  come  here  by  your  invitation  ?  ' 
she  asked. 

'  How  else  should  he  come  here,  my 
dear  ?  ' 

She  looked  at  her  husband  with  doubt 
too  plainly  visible  in  her  eyes.  '  I  wonder 
what  your  motive  is  for  sending  for  him,'  she 
said. 

He  was  just  lifting  his  teacup  to  his  lips 
— he  put  it  down  again  when  he  heard  those 
words. 

'  Are  you  ill  this  morning  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  No.' 

'Have  I  said  anything  that  has  offended 
you:^ 
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'  Certainly  not.' 

'  Then  I  must  tell  you  this,  Iris ;  I  don't 
approve  of  what  you  have  just  said.  It 
sounds  to  my  mind,  unpleasantly  like  suspi- 
cion of  me  and  suspicion  of  my  friend.  I  see 
your  face  confessing  it,  my  lady,  at  this 
moment.' 

'  You  are  half  right,  Harry,  and  no  more. 
What  you  see  in  my  face  is  suspicion  of  your 
friend.' 

'  Founded  on  what,  if  you  please  ?  ' 

'  Founded  on  what  I  have  seen  of  him, 
and  on  what  I  know  of  him.  When  you 
tried  to  alter  my  opinion  of  Mr.  Yimpany 
some  time  since,  I  did  my  best  to  make  my 
view  your  vicAV.  I  deceived  myself,  for  your 
sake  ;  I  put  the  best  construction  on  what  he 
said  and  did,  when  he  was  staying  here.  It 
was  well  meant,  but  it  was  of  no  use.  In  a 
thousand  different  ways,  while  he  was  doing 
his  best  to  win  my  favour,  his   true  self  was 
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telling  tales  of  him  under  tlie  f'iiir  .surface. 
Mr.  Yimpany  is  a  bad  man.  He  is  tlie  very 
worst  friend  you  could  have  about  you  at 
any  time — and  especially  at  a  time  when  your 
patience  is  tried  by  needy  circumstances.' 

'  One  word,  Iris.  The  more  eloquent  you 
are,  the  more  I  admire  you.  Only  don't 
mention  my  needy  circumstances  again.' 

She  passed  over  the  interruption  as  she 
had  already  passed  over  the  remonstrance, 
without  takino;  notice  of  it. 

'Dearest,  you  are  always  good  to  me,' 
she  continued  2;entlv.  '  Am  I  wrono-  in 
thinking  that  love  gives  me  some  little  influ- 
ence over  you  still?  Women  are  vain — are 
they  not  P — and  I  am  no  better  than  the  rest 
of  them.  Flatter  your  wife's  vanity,  Harry, 
by  attaching  some  importance  to  her  opinion. 
Is  there  time  enough,  yet,  to  telegraph  to 
Mr.  Yimpany?  Quite  out  of  the  question,  is 
it  ?     Well,  then,  if  he  must  come  here,  do — 

F  -1 
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pray,  pray  do  consider  Me.  Don't  let  liim 
stay  in  tlie  house  !  I'll  Und  a  good  excuse, 
and  take  a  bedroom  for  him  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Anywhere  else,  so  long  as  he  is 
not  here.  He  turns  me  cold  when  I  think  of 
him,  sleeping  imder  the  same  roof  with  our- 
selves. Not  with  iis\  oh,  Harry,  not  wdth 
usV 

Her  eyes  eagerly  searched  her  husband's 
•  face ;  she  looked  there  for  indulgence,  she 
looked  for  conviction.  No !  he  was  still 
admiring  her. 

'On  my  word  of  honour,'  he  burst  out, 
'  you  fascinate  me.  What  an  imagination  you 
.  have  got !  One  of  these  days.  Iris,  I  shall  be 
prouder  of  you  than  ever  ;  I  shall  find  you 
a  famous  literary  character.  I  don't  mean 
writing  a  novel  ;  women  who  can't  even  hem 
a  handkerchief  can  write  a  novel.  It's 
poetry  I'm  thinking  of.  Irisli  melodies  by 
Lady  Harry  that  beat  Tom  Moore.     What  a 
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gift !  And  there  are  fortunes  made,  as  I  have 
heard,  by  peo])le  who  spoil  fair  white  paper 
to  some  purpose.     I  wish  I  was  one  of  them.' 

'  Have  you  no  more  to  say  to  me  ? '  she 
asked. 

'  What  more  should  there  be  ?  You 
wouldn't  have  me  take  you  seriously,  in  what 
you  have  just  said  of  Yimpany  P  ' 

'  Wliy  not  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  come,  come,  my  darling  !  Just  con- 
sider. ^Yith  a  bedroom  empty  and  waiting, 
upstairs,  is  my  old  Yimpany  to  be  sent  to 
quarters  for  the  night  among  strangers  ?  I 
wouldn't  speak  harshly  to  you,  Iris,  for  the 
whole  ^vorld  ;  and  I  don't  deny  that  the  con- 
vivial doctor  may  be  sometimes  a  little  too 
fond  of  his  drop  of  grog.  You  will  tell  me, 
maybe,  that  he  hasn't  got  on  nicely  with  his 
wife  ;  and  I  grant  it.  There  are  not  many 
people  who  set  such  a  pretty  example  of 
matrimony  as  we  do.    Poor  humanity — tliere's 
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all  tliat's  to  be  said  about  it.  But  wlien  you 
tell  me  that  Yimpany  is  a  bad  man,  and  the 
Avorst  friend  I  could  possibly  have,  and  so 
forth — what  better  can  I  do  than  set  it  down 
to  your  imagination  P  I've  a  pretty  fancy, 
myself ;  and  I  think  I  see  my  angel  inventing 
poetical  characters,  up  among  congenial 
clouds.  What's  the  matter  ?  Surely,  you 
haven't  done  breakfast  yet  ?  ' 

'  Yes.' 

'  Are  you  going  to  leave  me  ?  ' 

'  I  am  going  to  my  room.' 

'You're  in  a  mighty  hurry  to  get  away. 
I  never  meant  to  vex  you.  Iris.  Ah,  well,  if 
you  must  leave  the  table,  I'll  have  the  honour 
of  opening  the  door  for  you,  at  any  rate.  I 
wonder  what  you're  going  to  do  P  ' 

'To  cultivate  my  imagination,'  she  an- 
swered, with  the  first  outbreak  of  bitterness 
that  had  escaped  her  yet. 

His  face  hardened.      '  Tlicro  seems  to  be 
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something  like  bearing  malice  in  this,'  he  said. 
'  Are  you  treating  me,  for  the  first  time,  to  an 
exhibition  of  enmity  ?  What  am  I  to  call  it? 
if  it's  not  tliat  ?  ' 

'  Call  it  disappointment,'  she  suggested 
quietly,  and  left  liim. 

Lord  Ilariy  went  back  to  his  breakfast. 
His  jealousy  Avas  up  in  arms  again.  '  She's 
comparing  me  witli  her  absent  friend,'  he  said 
to  himself,  '  and  wishing  she  had  married  the 
amiable  Mountjoy  instead  of  me.' 

So  the  first  quarrel  ended — and  Mr. 
Yimpany  had  been  the  cause  of  it. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXVIII 

ICI     ON    PARLE     FRAX^^AIS 

HE  doctor  arrived  in  c^ood  time  for 
dinner,  and  shook  hands  with  tlie 
Irish  lord  in  excellent  spirits. 
He  looked  ronnd  the  room,  and  asked 
where  my  lady  Avas.  Lord  Harry's  reply 
suggested  the  presence  of  a  cloud  on  the 
domestic  horizon.  He  had  been  taking  a 
long  ride,  and  had  only  returned  a  few  min- 
utes since  ;  Iris  would  (as  he  supposed)  join 
them  immediately. 

The  maid  put  the  soup  on  the  table,  and 
delivered  a  message.  Her  mistress  was 
suffering  from  headache,  and  was  not  well 
enouE^h  to  dine  with  the  ^^entlemcn. 
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As  an  old  married  man,  Mr.  Vimpany 
knew  wliat  this  meant ;  he  begged  leave  to 
send  a  comforting;  messac^e  to  the  snfferin^ 
lady  of  the  lionse.  Wonld  Fanny  be  good 
enough  to  say  that  he  had  made  inquiries  on 
the  subject  of  Mr.  Mountjoy's  health,  before 
he  left  London.  The  report  was  still  favour- 
able ;  there  was  nothing  to  complain  of  but 
the  after-weakness  which  had  followed  the 
fever.  On  that  account  only,  the  attendance 
of  the  nurse  was  still  a  matter  of  necessity. 
'  With  my  respects  to  Lady  Harry,'  he  called 
after  Fanny,  as  she  went  out  in  dogged 
silence. 

'  I  have  begun  by  making  myself  agree- 
able to  your  wife,'  the  doctor  remarked  with 
a  self-approving  grin.  '  Perhaps  she  will  dine 
with  us  to-morrow.     Pass  the  sherry.' 

The  remembrance  of  what  had  happened 
at  the  bj'eakfast- table,  that  morning,  seemed 
to  be  dwelling  disagreeably  on  Lord  Harry's 
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mind.  He  said  but  little — and  that  little 
related  to  the  subject  on  which  he  liad 
already  written,  at  full  length,  to  his  medical 
friend  > 

In  an  interval,  wlien  the  service  of  the 
table  required  the  attendance  of  Fanny  in  the 
kitchen,  Mr.  Yimpany  took  the  opportunity 
of  saying  a  few  cheering  words.  He  had 
come  (he  remarked)  prepared  with  the  right 
sort  of  remedy  for  an  ailing  state  of  mind, 
and  he  Avould  explain  himself  at  a  fitter  op- 
portunity. Lord  Harry  impatiently  asked 
why  tlie  explanation  was  deferred.  If  the 
presence  of  the  maid  was  tlie  obstacle  which 
caused  delay,  it  would  be  easy  to  tell  her  that 
she  was  not  wanted  to  wait. 

The  wary  doctor  positively  forbade  this. 

He  had  observed  Fanny,  during  liis 
previous  visit,  and  had  discovered  that  she 
seemed  to  distrust  him.  The  woman  was  sl}^ 
and  suspicious.     Since  the}^  had  sat  down  to 
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dinner,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  slie  was  linger- 
ing in  the  room  to  hsten  to  the  conversation, 
on  one  pretence  or  another.  If  she  was  told 
not  to  wait,  there  conld  be  no  doubt  of  lier 
next  proceeding  :  she  would  listen  outside  the 
door.  '  Take  my  word  for  it/  the  doctor 
concluded,  '  there  are  all  the  materials  for  a 
spy  in  Fanny  Mere.' 

But  Lord  Harry  was  obstinate.  Chafing 
under  the  sense  of  his  helpless  pecuniary 
position,  he  was  determined  to  hear,  at  once, 
what  remedy  for  it  Yimpany  had  discovered. 

'  We  can  set  that  woman's  curiosity  at 
defiance,'  he  said. 

'  How  ? ' 

'  When  you  were  learning  your  profession, 
you   lived   in   Paris   for   some    years,    didn't 

you?' 

'  All  riirlit ! ' 

'Well,  then,  you  can't  have  entirely  for- 
gotten your  French  ?  ' 
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The  doctor  at  once  understood  wliat  this 
meant,  and  answered  significantly  by  a  wink. 
He  had  found  an  opportunity  (he  said)  of 
testing  his  memory,  not  very  long  since. 
Time  had  undoubtedly  deprived  iiim  of  his 
early  mastery  over  the  French  language  ;  but 
he  could  still  (allowing  for  a  few  mistakes) 
make  a  shift  to  understand  it  and  speak  it. 
There  was  one  tiling,  however,  that  he  wanted 
to  know  first.  Could  they  be  sure  that  my 
lady's  maid  had  not  picked  up  French  enough 
to  use  her  ears  to  some  purpose  .^  Lord 
Harry  easily  disposed  of  this  doubt.  So  en- 
tirely ignorant  was  the  maid  of  tlie  language 
of  the  place  in  which  she  was  living,  that  she 
was  not  able  to  ask  the  tradespeople  for  the 
simplest  article  of  household  use,  unless  it 
was  written  for  her  in  Frencli  before  she  was 
sent  on  an  errand. 

This  was  conclusive.  When  Fanny  re- 
turned   to    the    dining;-room,    she    found    a 
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surprise  wailing  for  lier.  The  two  gentlemen 
had  taken  leave  of  their  nationality,  and  were 
talkino'  the  lanc^uaf^e  of  forei^^^ners. 

An  hour  later,  when  the  dinner-table  had 
been  cleared,  the  maid's  domestic  duties  took 
her  to  Lady  Harry's  room  to  make  tea.  She 
noticed  the  sad  careworn  look  on  her  mis- 
tress's face,  and  sjDoke  of  it  at  once  in  her  own 
downright  way. 

'I  thought  it  was  only  an  excuse,'  she 
said,  '  when  you  gave  me  tliat  message  to  the 
gentlemen,  at  dinner-time.  Are  you  really  ill, 
my  lady  ?  ' 

'  I  am  a  little  out  of  spirits,'  Iris  replied. 

Fanny  made  the  tea.  '  I  can  understand 
that,'  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  moved  away 
to  leave  the  room  ;  '  I'm  out  of  spirits  myself 

Iris  called  her  back  :  '  I  heard  you  say 
just  now,  Fanny,  that  you  were  out  of  spirits 
j^ourself.      If    you    were    speaking   of   some 
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troubles  of  your  own,  I  am  sorry  for  you,  and 
I  won't  say  any  more.  But  if  you  know  what 
my  anxieties  are,  and  share  them ' 

'  Mine  is  the  biggest  share  of  the  two,' 
Fanny  broke  out  abruptly.  '  It  goes  against 
the  grain  with  me  to  distress  you,  my  lady  ; 
but  we  are  beginning  badly,  and  you  ought  to 
know  it.     The  doctor  has  beaten  me  already.' 

'  Beaten  you  already  ? '  Iris  repeated. 
'  Tell  me  plainly  what  you  mean  ?  ' 

'  Here  it  is,  if  you  please,  as  plainly  as 
words  can  say  it.  Mr.  Yimpany  has  some- 
thing— something  wicked,  of  course — to  say 
to  my  master  ;  and  he  won't  let  it  pass  his 
lips  here,  in  the  cottage.' 

'Why  not?' 

'  Because  lie  suspects  me  of  listening  at 
the  door,  and  looking  through  the  keyhole. 
I  don't  know,  my  lady,  that  he  doesn't  even 
suspect  You.  "  I've  learnt  something  in  the 
course  of  my  life,"  he  says  to  my  master  ;  ''  and 
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it's  a  rule  with  me  to  be  careful  of  what  I 
talk  about  indoors,  when  there  are  women  in 
the  house.  What  are  you  o'oing;  to  do  to- 
morrow  ?  "  he  says.  My  lord  told  him  there 
was  to  be  a  meeting  at  the  newspaper  office. 
The  doctor  says:  "I'll  go  to  Paris  with  you. 
The  newspaper  office  isn't  far  from  the 
Luxembourg  Gardens.  When  you  have  done 
your  business,  3"0u  will  find  me  waiting  at  the 
gate.  What  I  have  to  tell  you,  you  shall 
hear  out  of  doors  in  the  Gardens — and  in  an 
open  part  of  them,  too,  wliere  there  are  no 
lurking-places  among  the  trees."  My  master 
seemed  to  get  angry  at  being  put  off  in  this 
way.  "  What  is  it  you  have  got  to  tell  me  ^  " 
he  says.  "  Is  it  anything  like  the  proposal 
you  made,  when  you  were  on  j'Our  last  visit 
here  .^  "  The  doctor  laughed.  "  To-morrow 
won't  be  long  in  coming,"  he  says.  "  Patience, 
my  lord — patience."  There  was  no  getting 
him  to  say  a  word  more.     Now,  what  am  I  to 
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do  ?  How  am  I  to  get  a  chance  of  listening 
to  him,  out  in  an  open  garden,  without  being 
seen  ?  There's  what  I  mean  when  I  say  he 
has  beaten  me.  It's  you,  my  lady — it's  you 
who  will  suffer  in  the  end.' 

'  You  don't  hiov^  that,  Fanny.' 

'  No,  my  lady — but  I'm  certain  of  it.  And 
here  I  am,  as  helpless  as  yourself!  My  tem- 
per has  been  quiet,  since  my  misfortune  ;  it 
would  be  quiet  still,  but  for  tliis.'  The  one 
animating  motive,  the  one  exasperating 
influence,  in  tliat  sad  and  secret  life  was  still 
the  mistress's  welfare — still  the  safety  of  the 
2fenerous  woman  who  had  befriended  and  for- 
given  her.  She  turned  aside  from  the  table, 
to  hide  her  ghastly  face. 

'  Pray  try  to  control  yourself.'  As  Iris 
spoke  she  pointed  kindl}'  to  a  cliair.  '  There 
is  something  that  I  want  to  say  when  3'ou  are 
composed  again.  I  won't  hurry  you  ;  I  won't 
look  at  you.     Sit  down,  Fanny.' 
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She  appeared  to  shrink  from  being  seated 
in  her  mistress's  presence.  '  Please  to  let  me 
go  to  the  window,'  she  said  ;  '  the  air  will  help 
me.' 

To  the  window  she  went,  and  struggled 
with  the  passionate  self  so  steadily  kept  under 
at  other  times  :  so  obstinately  conquered  now. 
'  What  did  you  wish  to  say  to  me  ? '  she 
asked. 

'  You  have  surprised — you  have  perplexed 
me,'  Iris  said.  '  I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand 
how  you  discovered  what  seems  to  have  passed 
between  your  master  and  Mr.  Yimpany.  You 
don't  surely  mean  to  tell  me  that  they  talked  of 
their  private  affairs  while  you  were  waiting  at 
table?' 

*  I  don't  tell  lies,  my  lady,'  Fanny  declared 
impulsively.  '  They  talked  of  nothing  else  all 
through  the  dinner.' 

'  Before  you  I '  Iris  exclaimed. 

There  was  a  pause.     Fear  and  shame  con- 

VOL.  TI.  s 
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fessed  themselves  furtively  on  the  maid's 
colourless  face.  Silently,  swiftly,  slie  turned 
to  the  door.  Had  a  slip  of  the  tongue  hurried 
her  into  the  betrayal  of  something  which 
it  was  her  interest  to  conceal  ?  '  Don't  be 
alarmed,'  Iris  said  compassionately  ;  '  I  have 
no  wish  to  intrude  on  your  secrets.' 

With  her  liand  on  the  door,  Fanny  Mere 
closed  it  again,  and  came  back. 

'  I  am  not  so  ungrateful,'  she  said,  '  as  to 
have  any  secrets  from  You.  It's  hard  to 
confess  what  may  lower  me  in  your  good 
opinion,  but  it  must  be  done.  I  have  deceived 
your  ladyship — and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I 
have  deceived  the  doctor — and  I  glory  in 
it.  My  master  and  Mr.  Yimpany  thought 
they  were  safe  in  speaking  French  while  I  was 
waiting  on  them.  I  know  French  as  well  as 
they  do.' 

Iris  could  hardly  believe  what  she  heard. 
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'  Do   you   really   mean  wliat   you  say  ? '  slie 
asked. 

'  There's  that  much  good  m  me,'  Fanny 
replied  ;  '  I  always  mean  what  I  say.' 

'Why  did  you  deceive  me?  Wliy  have 
you  been  acting  the  part  of  an  ignorant 
woman  ? ' 

'The  deceit  has  been  useful  in  your  ser- 
vice,' the  obstinate  maid  declared.  '  Perhaps 
it  may  be  useful  again.' 

'  Was  that  what  you  were  thinking  of,'  Iris 
said, '  when  you  allowed  me  to  translate Enghsh 
into  French  for  you,  and  never  told  me  the 
truth  ?  ' 

'  At  any  rate,  I  will  tell  you  the  truth, 
now.  No  :  I  was  not  thinking  of  you,  when 
you  wrote  my  errands  for  me  in  Frencli — I 
was  thinking  again  of  some  advice  that  was 
once  given  to  me.' 

'  Was  it  advice  given  by  a  friend  ? ' 

s  2 
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'  Given  by  a  man,  my  lady,  wlio  was  the 
worst  enemy  I  have  ever  had.' 

Her  considerate  mistress  understood  the 
alkision,  and  forbade  her  to  distress  herself  by 
saying  more.  But,  Fanny  felt  that  atonement, 
as  well  as  explanation,  was  due  to  her  benefac- 
tress. Slowly,  painfully,  she  described  the 
person  to  whom  she  had  referred.  He  was  a 
Frenchman,  who  had  been  her  music-master 
during  the  brief  period  at  which  she  had 
attended  a  school ;  he  had  promised  her  mar- 
riage ;  he  had  persuaded  her  to  elope  with 
him.  The  little  money  that  they  had  to  live 
on  was  earned  by  her  needle,  and  by  his  wages 
as  accompanist  at  a  music-hall.  While  she 
was  still  able  to  attract  him,  and  to  hope  for 
the  performance  of  his  promise,  he  amused 
himself  by  teaching  her  his  own  language. 
When  he  deserted  her,  his  letter  of  farewell 
contained,  among  other  things,  the  advice  to 
which  she  had  alluded. 
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'  In  your  station  of  life,'  this  man  had 
written,  '  knowledge  of  French  is  still  a  rare 
accomplishment.  Keep  your  knowledge  to 
yourself.  English  people  of  rank  have  a  way 
of  talking  French  to  each  other,  when  they 
don't  wish  to  be  understood  by  their  inferiors. 
In  the  course  of  your  career,  you  may  surprise 
secrets  which  will  prove  to  be  a  little  fortune, 
if  you  play  your  cards  properly.  Anyhow,  it 
is  the  only  fortune  I  have  to  leave  to  you.' 
Such  had  been  the  villain's  parting  gift  to 
the  woman  Vv^liom  he  had  betrayed. 

She  had  hated  him  too  bitterly  to  be  de- 
praved by  his  advice. 

On  the  contrary,  when  the  kindness  of  a 
friend  (now  no  longer  in  England)  had  helped 
her  to  obtain  her  first  employment  as  a  do- 
mestic servant,  she  had  thought  it  might  be  to 
her  interest  to  mention  that  she  could  read, 
write,  and  speak  French.  The  result  proved 
to  be  not  only  a  disappointment  but  a  warning 
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to  her  for  the  future.  Such  an  accomphsh- 
ment  as  a  knowledge  of  a  foreign  language 
possessed  by  an  Englishwoman,  in  her  humble 
rank  of  life,  was  considered  by  her  mistress 
to  justify  suspicion.  Questions  were  asked, 
which  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  answer 
truthfully.  Small  scandal  drew  its  own  con- 
clusions— her  life  with  the  other  servants 
became  unendurable — she  left  her  situation. 

From  that  time,  until  the  happy  day  when 
she  met  with  Iris,  concealment  of  her  know- 
ledge of  French  became  a  proceeding  forced 
on  her  by  her  own  poor  interests.  Her 
present  mistress  would  undoubtedly  have 
been  taken  into  her  confidence,  if  the  oppor^ 
tunity  had  offered  itself.  But  Iris  had  never 
encouraged  her  to  speak  of  the  one  darkest 
scene  in  her  life  ;  and,  for  that  reason,  she  had 
kept  her  own  counsel  until  the  date  of  her 
mistress's  marriage.  Distrusting  the  husband, 
and    tlie   husband's    confidential    friend — for 
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were  they  not  both  men  ? — she  had  thouglit 
of  tlie  vile  Frenchman's  advice,  and  had 
resolved  to  give  it  a  trial ;  not  with  the  de- 
grading motive  which  he  had  suggested,  but 
with  the  vague  presentiment  of  making  a 
discovery  of  wickedness,  threatening  mischief 
under  a  French  disguise,  which  might  be  of 
service  to  her  benefactress  at  some  future 
time. 

'  And  I  may  still  turn  it  to  your  advan- 
tage, my  lady,'  Fanny  ventured  to  add,  '  if 
you  will  consent  to  say  nothing  to  anybody 
of  your   having  a   servant   who   has  learnt 
French.' 

Iris  looked  at  her  coldly  and  gravely. 
'Must  I  remind  you,'  she  said,  'that  you  are 
asking  my  help  in  practising  a  deception  on 
my  husband  ? ' 

'  I  shall  be  sent  away,'  Fanny  answered, 
'  if  you  tell  my  master  what  I  have  told  you.' 

This   was    indisputably  true.      Iris    hesi- 
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tated.  In  her  present  situation,  the  maid  was 
the  one  friend  on  whom  she  could  rely. 
Before  her  marriage,  slie  would  have  recoiled 
from  availing  herself,  under  any  circum- 
stances, of  such  services  as  Fanny's  reckless 
gratitude  had  offered  to  her.  But  the  moral 
atmosphere  in  which  she  was  living  had 
begun,  as  Mrs.  Yimpany  had  foreseen,  to 
exert  its  baneful  influence.  Tlie  mistress  de- 
scended to  bargaining  with  the  servant. 

'  Deceive  the  doctor,'  she  said,  '  and  I  will 
remember  that  it  may  be  for  my  good.'  She 
stopped,  and  considered  for  a  moment.  Her 
noble  nature  ralhed  its  forces,  and  prompted 
her  next  words  :  '  But  respect  your  master,  if 
you  wish  me  to  keep  your  secret.  I  forbid 
you  to  listen  to  what  my  lord  may  say,  when 
he  speaks  with  Mr.  Vimpany  to-morrow.' 

'  I  have  already  told  your  ladyship  that  I 
shall  have  no  chance  of  listening  to  what  they 
say  to    each     other,    out    of    doors,'    Fanny 


ICI  OA  PARLE  FRANCAIS  265 

rejoined.  'But  I  can  watch  the  doctor,  at 
any  rate.  We  don't  know  what  he  may  not 
do  when  he  is  left  by  himself,  while  my 
master  is  at  the  meeting.  I  want  to  try  if  I 
can  follow  that  rogue  through  the  streets, 
witliout  ]iis  finding  me  out.  Please  to  send 
me  on  an  errand  to  Paris  to-morrow.' 

'  You  will  be  running  a  terrible  risk,'  her 
mistress  reminded  her,  '  if  Mr.  Yimpany  dis- 
covers you.' 

'I'll  take  my  chance  of  that,'  was  the 
reckless  reply.     Iris  consented, 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX 

THE   MYSTERY   OF   THE    HOSPITAL 

N  the  next  morning  Lord 
Harry   left   the    cottage, 
accompanied      by      the 
doctor. 

After  a  long 
xj^"'^  absence,  he  re- 
tnrned  alone. 
His  wife's  worst 
apprehensions, 
ronsed  by  what 
Fanny  had  told 
lier,  were  more 
than  jn  stilled, 
by  the    change 
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which  she  now  perceived  in  liim.  His  eyes 
were  bloodshot,  his  face  was  haggard,  his 
movements  were  feeble  and  slow.  He  looked 
like  a  man  exhausted  by  some  internal  con- 
flict, which  had  vibrated  between  the  ex- 
tremes of  answer  and  alarm.  '  I'm  tired  to' 
death,'  he  said  ;  '  get  me  a  glass  of  wine.' 

She  waited  on  him  with  eager  obedience, 
and  watched  anxiously  for  the  reviving  effect 
of  the  stimulant. 

The  little  irritabilities  wliich  deo-rade 
humanity  only  prolong  their  mischievous 
existence,  while  the  surface  of  life  stagnates 
in  calm.  Their  annihilation  follows  when 
strong  emotion  stirs  in  the  depths,  and  raises 
the  storm.  The  estrangement  of  the  day 
before  passed  as  completely  from  the  minds 
of  the  husband  and  wife — both  strongly 
agitated — as  if  it  had  never  existed.  All- 
mastering  fear  was  busy  at  their  hearts ;  fear, 
in    the    woman,  of   the  unknown  temptation 
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which  had  tried  the  man  ;  fear,  in  the  man, 
of  the  tell-tale  disturbance  in  him,  which 
might  excite  the  woman's  suspicion.  With- 
out venturing  to  look  at  him,  Iris  said  :  '  I  am 
afraid  you  have  heard  bad  news  ? '  Without 
venturing  to  look  at  her,  Lord  Harry 
answered :  '  Yes,  at  the  newspaper  office/ 
She  knew  that  he  was  deceiving  her  ;  and  he 
felt  that  she  knew  it.  For  awhile,  they  were 
both  silent. 

From  time  to  time,  she  anxiously  stole  a 
look  at  him. 

His  mind  remained  absorbed  in  thought. 
There  they  were,  in  the  same  room— seated 
near  each  other ;  united  by  the  most  intimate 
of  human  relationships — and  yet  how  far, 
how  cruelly  far,  apart !  The  slowest  of  all 
laggard  minutes,  which  are  reckoned  by  sus- 
pense, folloAved  each  other  tardily  and  more 
tardily,  before  there  appeared  the  first  sign 
of  a  change.     He  lifted   his    drooping  head. 
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Sadly,  longingly,  he  looked  at  her.  The  un- 
erring instinct  of  true  love  encouraged  his 
wife  to  speak  to  him. 

'I  wish  I  could  relieve  your  anxieties,' 
she  said  simply.  '  Is  there  nothing  I  can  do 
to  help  you  ?  ' 

'  Come  here,  Iris.' 

She  rose  and  approached  him.  In  the 
past  days  of  the  honeymoon  and  its  sweet 
famiharities,  he  had  sometimes  taken  her  on 
his  knee.  He  took  her  on  his  knee  now,  and 
put  his  arm  round  her.     '  Kiss  me,'  he  said. 

With  all  her  heart  she  kissed  him.  He 
sighed  heavily ;  his  eyes  rested  on  her  with  a 
trustful  appealing  look  which  she  had  never 
observed  in  them  before. 

'  Why  do  you  hesitate  to  confide  in  me  ?  ' 
she  asked .  '  Dear  Harry,  do  you  think  I 
don't  see  that  something  troubles  you  ?  ' 

'  Yes,'  he  said,  '  there  is  something  that  I 
resret,' 
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'  What  is  it  P ' 

'  Iris,'  he  answered,  '  I  am  sorry  I  asked 
Vimpany  to  come  back  to  us.' 

At  that  unexpected  confession,  a  bright 
flush  of  joy  and  pride  overspread  his  wife's 
face.  Again,  the  unerring  instinct  of  love 
guided  her  to  discovery  of  the  truth.  The 
opinion  of  his  wicked  friend  must  have  been 
accidentally  justified  at  the  secret  interview 
of  that  day,  by  the  friend  himself!  In  tempt- 
ing her  husband,  Yimpany  had  said  something 
which  must  have  shocked  and  offended  him. 
The  result,  as  she  could  hardly  doubt,  had 
been  the  restoration  of  her  domestic  influence 
to  its  helpful  freedom  of  control — whether  for 
the  time  only  it  was  not  in  her  nature,  at  that 
moment  of  happiness,  to  inquire.  *  After 
what  you  have  just  told  me,'  she  ventured  to 
say,  '  I  may  own  that  I  am  glad  to  see  you 
come  home,  alone.' 

In  that  indirect  manner,  she  confessed  the 
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hope  that  friendly  intercourse  between  the 
two  men  had  come  to  an  end.  His  reply  dis- 
appointed her. 

'  Yimpany  only  remains  in  Paris,'  he  said, 
'  to  present  a  letter  of  introduction.  He  will 
follow  me  home.' 

'  Soon  ?  '  she  asked,  piteously. 

'  In  time  for  dinner,  I  suppose.'  She 
was  still  sitting;  on  his  knee.  His  arm 
pressed  her  gently  when  he  said  his  next 
words.  *  I  hope  you  will  dine  with  us  to- 
day, Iris  ?  ' 

'  Yes — if  you  wish  it.' 

'  I  wish  it  very  much.  Something  in  me 
recoils  from  being  alone  "with  Yimpany. 
Besides,  a  dinner  at  home  without  you  is  no 
dinner  at  all.' 

She  thanked  him  for  that  little  compli- 
ment by  a  look.  At  the  same  time,  her 
grateful  sense  of  her  husband's  kindness  was 
embittered   by  the  prospect   of  the  doctor's 
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return.     'Is  he  likely  to  dine  with  us   often, 
now  ? '  she  was  bold  enough  to  say. 

'  I  hope  not.' 

Perhaps  he  was  conscious  that  he  might 
have  made  a  more  positive  reply.  He  cer- 
tainly took  refuge  in  another  subject — more 
agreeable  to  himself. 

'  My  dear,  you  have  expressed  the  wish  to 
relieve  my  anxieties,'  he  said ;  '  and  you  can 
help  me,  I  think,  m  that  way.  I  have  a  letter 
to  write — of  some  importance,  Iris,  to  your 
interests  as  well  as  to  mine— which  must  go 
to  Ireland  by  to-day's  post,  You  shall  read 
it,  and  say  if  you  approve  of  what  I  have 
done.  Don't  let  me  be  disturbed.  This 
letter,  I  can  tell  you,  will  make  a  hard 
demand  on  my  poor  brains — I  must  go  and 
write  in  my  own  room.' 

Left  alone  with  the  thoughts  that  now 
crowded  on  her  mind.  Iris  found  her  attention 
claimed  once  more  by  passing  events.     Fanny 
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Merc  arrived,  to  report  herself  on  her  return 
from  Paris. 

She  had  so  managed  her  departure  from 
Passy  as  to  precede  Lord  Harry  and  Mr. 
Vimpany,  and  to  watch  for  their  arrival  in 
Paris  by  a  later  train.  They  had  driven  from 
the  railway  to  the  newspaper  office — with  the 
maid  in  attendance  on  them  in  another  cab. 
When  they  separated,  the  doctor  proceeded 
on  foot  to  the  Luxembourg  Gardens.  Wear- 
ing a  plain  black  dress,  and  protected  from 
close  observation  by  her  veil,  Fanny  followed 
him,  cautiously  keeping  at  a  sufficient  distance, 
now  on  one  side  of  the  street,  and  now  on  the 
other.  When  my  lord  joined  his  friend,  she 
just  held  them  in  view,  and  no  more,  as  they 
walked  up  and  down  in  the  barest  and  lone- 
liest part  of  the  Gardens  that  they  could  find. 
Their  talk  having  come  to  an  end  they  parted. 
Her  master  was  the  first  who  came  out  into 
the  street ;  walking  at  a  great  rate,  and  look- 
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ing  most  desperately  upset.  Mr.  Yimpany 
next  appeared,  sauntering  along  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  grinning  as  if  his.  own 
villainous  thoughts  were  thoroughly  amusing 
him.  Fanny  was  now  more  careful  than  ever 
not  to  lose  sight  of  the  doctor.  The  course 
which  he  pursued  led  them  to  the  famous 
hospital,  called  the  Hotel  Dieu. 

At  the  entrance  she  saw  him  take  a  letter 
out  of  his  pocket,  and  give  it  to  the  porter. 
Soon  afterwards,  a  person  appeared  who 
greeted  him  politely,  and  conducted  him  into 
the  building.  For  more  than  an  hour,  Fanny 
waited  to  see  Mr.  Yimpany  come  out  again, 
and  waited  in  vain.  What  could  he  possibly 
want  in  a  French  hospital  ?  And  why  had  he 
remained  in  that  foreign  institution  for  so  long 
a  time  ?  Baffled  by  these  mysteries,  and  weary 
after  much  walking,  Fanny  made  the  best  of 
her  way  home,  and  consulted  her  mistress. 

Even  if  Iris  had  been  capable  of  enlighten- 
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ing  her,  tlie  opportunity  was  wanting.  Lord 
Harry  entered  the  room,  with  the  letter  which 
he  had  just  written  open  in  his  hand.  As  a 
matter  of  course  the  maid  retired. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

DIEE     NECESSITY 

iHE  Irish  lord  had  a  ivord  to  say  to 
his   wife,    before  he  submitted   to 
her  the  letter  which  he  had  just 
written. 

He  had  been  summoned  to  a  meeting  of 
proprietors  at  the  office  of  the  newspaper, 
convened  to  settle  the  terms  of  a  new  sub- 
scription rendered  necessary  by  unforeseen 
expenses  incurred  in  the  interests  of  the  specu- 
lation. The  vote  that  followed,  after  careful 
preliminary  consultation,  authorised  a  claim 
on  the  purses  of  subscribing  proprietors,  which 
sadly  reduced  the  sum  obtained  by  Lord 
Harry's   promissory  note.      Nor  was  this  in- 
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convenience  the  only  trial  of  endurance  to 
which  the  Irish  lord  was  compelled  to  submit. 
The  hope  Avhicli  he  had  entertained  of  assist- 
ance from  the  profits  of  the  new  journal,  when 
repayment  of  the  loan  that  he  had  raised 
became  due,  was  now  plainly  revealed  as  a 
delusion.  Euin  stared  him  in  the  face,  unless 
he  could  command  the  means  of  waitinc^  for 
the  pecuniary  success  of  the  newspaper, 
during  an  interval  variously  estimated  at  six 
months,  or  even  at  a  year  to  come. 

*  Our  case  is  desperate  enough,'  he  said, 
^  to  call  for  a  desperate  remedy.  Keep  up 
your  spirits,  Iris—  I  have  written  to  my 
brother.' 

Iris  looked  at  him  in  dismay. 

'  Surely,'  she  said,  '  you  once  told  me  you 
had  written  to  your  brother,  and  he  answered 
you  in  the  cruellest  manner  through  his 
lawyers.' 

*  Quite   true,    my  dear.      But,  this    time, 
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there  is  one  circumstance  in  our  favour — my 
brother  is  going  to  be  married.  The  lady  is 
said  to  be  an  heiress ;  a  charming  creature, 
admired  and  beloved  wherever  she  goes. 
There  must  surely  be  something  to  soften  the 
hardest  heart  in  that  happy  prospect.  Eead 
what  I  have  written,  and  tell  me  what  you 
think  of  it.' 

The  opinion  of  the  devoted  wife  encouraged 
the  desperate  husband  :  the  letter  was  des- 
patched by  the  post  of  that  day. 

If  boisterous  good  spirits  can  make  a  man 
agreeable  at  the  dinner-table,  then  indeed  Mr. 
Vimpany,  on  his  return  to  the  cottage,  played 
the  part  of  a  welcome  guest.  He  was  inex- 
haustible in  gallant  attentions  to  his  friend's 
wife ;  he  told  his  most  amusing  stories  in 
his  happiest  way  ;  lie  gaily  drank  his  host's  fine 
white  Burgundy ;  and  praised  with  thorough 
knowledge  of  the  subject  the  succulent  French 
dishes;    he   tried  Lord   Harry   with   talk   on 
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politics,  talk  on  sport,  and  (wonderful  to  re- 
late in  these  days)  talk  on  literature.  The 
preoccupied  Irishman  was  equally  inaccessible 
on  all  three  subjects.  When  the  dessert 
was  placed  on  the  table — still  bent  on  making 
himself  agreeable  to  Lady  Harry — Mr.  Yim- 
pany  led  the  conversation  to  the  subject  of 
floriculture.  In  the  interests  of  her  ladyship's 
pretty  little  garden,  he  advocated  a  complete 
change  in  the  system  of  cultivation,  and  justi- 
fied his  revolutionary  views  by  misquoting  the 
published  work  of  a  .  great  authority  on 
gardening  with  such  polite  obstinacy  that  Iris 
(eager  to  confute  him)  went  away  to  fetch  the 
book.  The  moment  he  had  entrapped  her 
into  leaving  the  room,  the  doctor  turned  to 
Lord  Harry  with  a  sudden  change  to  the 
imperative  mood  in  look  and  manner. 

'  What  have  you  been  about,'  lie  asked, 
'  since  we  had  that  talk  in  the  Gardens  to- 
day ?     Have  you  looked  at  your  empty  purse, 
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and  are  you  wise  enough  to  take  my  way  of 
filling  it?' 

'  As  long  as  there's  a  ghost  of  a  chance 
left  to  me,'  Lord  Harry  replied,  Til  take  any 
way  of  filling  my  purse  but  j^ours.' 

'  Does  that  mean  you  have  found  a  way  ? ' 
'  Do   me  a  favour,  Yimj^any.      Defer  all 
questions  till  the  end  of  the  week.' 

'  And  then  I  shall  have  your  answer  ?  ' 
'  Without  fail,  I  promise  it.     Hush  !  ' 
Iris  returned  to  the  dining-room  with  her 
book ;  and  polite  Mr.  Yimpany  owned  in  tlie 
readiest  manner  that  he  had  been  mistaken. 

The  remaining  days  of  the  week  followed 
each  other  wearily.  Daring  the  interval, 
Lord  Harry's  friend  carefully  preserved  the 
character  of  a  model  guest — he  gave  as  little 
trouble  as  possible.  Every  morning  after 
breakfast  the  doctor  went  away  by  the  train, 
every  morning  (with  similar  regularity)  he 
was  followed  by  the   resolute   Fanny   Mere. 
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Pursuing  his  way  through  widely  different 
quarters  of  Paris  he  invariably  stopped  at  a 
public  building,  invariably  presented  a  letter 
at  the  ^door,  and  was  invariably  asked  to 
walk  in.  Inquiries,  patiently  persisted  in  by 
the  English  maid,  led  in  each  case  to  the  same 
result.  The  different  public  buildings  were 
devoted  to  the  same  benevolent  purpose.  Like 
tlie  Hotel  Dieu,  they  were  all  hospitals  ;  and 
Mr.  Vimpany's  object  in  visiting  them  re- 
mained as  profound  a  mystery  as  ever. 

Early  on  the  last  morning  of  the  week  the 
answer  from  Lord  Harry's  brother  arrived. 
Hearing  of  it,  Iris  ran  eagerly  into  her  hus- 
band's room.  The  letter  was  already  scat- 
tered in  fras^ments  on  the  floor.  What  the 
tone  of  the  Earl's  inhuman  answer  had  been 
in  the  past  time,  that  it  was  again  now. 

Iris  put  her  arms  round  her  husband's 
neck.  'Oh,  my  poor  love,  what  is  to  be 
done  ? ' 


282  BLIND  LOVE 

He  answered  in  one  reckless  word  :  '  No- 
thino' ! ' 

'  Is  there  nobody  else  who  can  help  us  ?  ' 
she  asked. 

'Ah,  well,  darling,  there's  perhaps  one 
other  person  still  left.' 

'  Who  is  the  person  ?  ' 

'  Who  should  it  be  but  your  own  dear 
self?' 

She  looked  at  him  in  undisguised  be- 
wilderment :  '  Only  tell  me,  Harry,  what  I 
can  do  ?  ' 

'  Write  to  Mountjoy,  and  ask  him  to  lend 
me  the  money.' 

He  said  it.  In  those  shameless  words,  he 
said  it.  She,  who  had  sacrificed  Mountjoy  to 
the  man  whom  she  had  married,  was  now 
asked  by  that  man  to  use  Mountjoy 's  devo- 
tion to  her,  as  a  means  of  paying  his  debts  ! 
Iris  drew  back  from  him  with  a  cry  of  dis- 
gust. 
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'  You  refuse  ?  '  he  said. 

'  Do  you  insult  me  by  doubting  it  ? '  she 
answered. 

He  rang  the  bell  furiously,  and  dashed 
out  of  the  room.  She  heard  liim,  on  the 
stairs,  ask  where  Mr.  Yimpany  was.  The 
servant  replied  :  '  In  the  garden,  my  lord.' 

Smoking  a  cigar  luxuriously  in  the  fine 
morning  air,  the  doctor  saw  his  excitable 
Irish  friend  hastening  out  to  meet  him. 

'  Don't  hurry,'  he  said,  in  full  possession 
of  his  impudent  good-humour ;  '  and  don't 
lose  your  temper.  Will  you  take  my  way 
out  of  your  difficulties,  or  will  you  not? 
Which  is  it— Yes  or  No  ?  ' 

'  You  infernal  scoundrel — Y^es  ! ' 

'  My  dear  lord,  I  congratulate  you.' 

'  On  what,  sir  .^ ' 

'  On  being  as  great  a  scoundrel  as  I  am.' 
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CHAPTER  XLI 

THE   MAN   IS   FOUND 


unworthy 
scheme,  by  means 
of  which  Lord 
Harry  had 
proposed  to 
extricate  him- 
self from  his 
pecuniary  re- 
sponsibilities, 
had  led  to 
serious  con- 
sequences. It 
had  produced 
a     state     of 
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deliberate  estrangement  between  man  and 
wife. 

Iris  secluded  herself  in  her  own  room. 
Her  husband  passed  the  hours  of  every  day 
away  from  the  cottage ;  sometimes  in  the 
company  of  the  doctor,  sometimes  among  his 
friends  in  Paris.  His  wife  suffered  acutely 
under  the  self-imposed  state  of  separation,  to 
which  wounded  pride  and  keenly-felt  resent- 
ment compelled  her  to  submit.  No  friend 
was  near  her,  in  whose  compassionate  advice 
she  might  have  taken  refuge.  Not  even  the 
sympathy  of  her  maid  was  offered  to  the 
lonely  wife. 

With  the  welfare  of  Iris  as  her  one  end  in 
view,  Fanny  Mere  honestly  believed  that  it 
would  be  better  and  safer  for  Lady  Harry  it 
she  and  her  husband  finally  decided  on  living 
separate  lives.  The  longer  my  lord  persisted 
in  keeping  the  doctor  with  him  as  his  guest, 
the  more  perilously  he  was  associated  with  a 
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merciless  wretch,  who  would  be  capable  of 
plotting  the  ruin  of  anyone — man  or  woman, 
high  person  or  low  person — who  might  happen 
to  be  an  obstacle  in  his  way.  So  far  as  a  person 
in  her  situation  could  venture  on  taking  the 
liberty,  the  maid"  did  her  best  to  widen  the 
breach  between  her  master  and  her  mistress. 

While  Fanny  was  making  the  attempt  to 
influence  Lady  Harry,  and  only  producing 
irritation  as  the  result,  Yimpany  was  exerting 
stronger  powers  of  persuasion  in  the  effort  to 
prejudice  the  Irish  lord  against  any  proposal 
for  reconciliation  which  misjht  reach  him 
through  his  wife. 

'  I  fmd  an  unforgiving  temper  in  your 
charming  lady,'  the  doctor  declared.  'It 
doesn't  show  itself  on  the  surface,  my  dear 
fellow,  but  there  it  is.  Take  a  wise  advan- 
tage of  circumstances — say  you  will  raise  no 
inconvenient  objections,  if  she  wants  a  separa- 
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tion  by  mutual  consent.  Now  don't  mis- 
understand me.  I  only  recommend  the  sort 
of  separation  which  will  suit  our  convenience. 
You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  you  can 
whistle  your  wife  back  again ' 

Mr.  Yimpany's  friend  was  rude  enough  to 
interrupt  him  there. 

'  I  call  that  a  coarse  way  of  putting  it,' 
Lord  Harry  interposed. 

'Put  it  how  you  like  for  yourself,'  the 
doctor  rejoined.  'Lady  Harry  may  be  per- 
suaded to  come  back  to  you,  when  we  want 
her  for  our  grand  project.  Li  the  meantime 
(for  I  am  always  a  considerate  man  where 
women  are  concerned)  we  act  delicately 
towards  my  lady,  in  sparing  her  the  discovery 
of — what  shall  I  call  our  coming  enterprise  ? 
— venturesome  villainy,  which  might  ruin 
you  in  your  wife's  estimation.  Do  you  see 
our  situation  now,  as  it  really  is  .^     Very  welL 
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Pass  the  bottle,  and  drop  the  subject  for  the 
present.' 

The  next  morning  brought  with  it  an 
event,  which  demohshed  the  doctor's  insfeni- 
ous  arrangement  for  the  dismissal  of  Iris  from 
the  scene  of  action.  Lord  and  Lady  Harry 
encountered  each  other  accidentally  on  the 
stairs. 

Distrusting  herself  if  she  ventured  to  look 
at  him.  Lis  turned  her  eyes  away  from  her 
husband.  He  misinterpreted  the  action  as 
an  expression  of  contempt.  Anger  at  once 
inclined  him  to  follow  Mr.  Yimpany's 
advice. 

He  opened  the  door  of  the  dining-room, 
empty  at  that  moment,  and  told  Iris  that  he 
wished  to  speak  with  her.  What  his  villain- 
ous friend  had  suggested  that  he  should  say 
on  the  subject  of  a  separation,  he  now  re- 
peated with  a  repellent  firmness  which  he 
was  far  from  really  feeling.     The  acting  was 
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bad,  l)iit  the  effect  was  produced.  For  the 
first  tmie,  his  wife  spoke  to  him. 

'  Do  you  really  mean  it  ?  '  she  asked. 

The  tone  in  which  she  said  those  words, 
sadly  and  regretfully  telling  its  tale  of  uncon- 
trollable surprise ;  the  tender  remembrance 
of  past  happy  days  in  her  eyes  ;  the  quivering 
pain,  expressive  of  wounded  love,  that  parted 
her  lips  in  the  effort  to  breathe  freely,  touched 
his  heart,  try  as  he  might  in  the  wretched 
pride  of  the  moment  to  conceal  it,  He  was 
silent. 

'  If  you  are  weary  of  our  married  hfe,'  she 
continued,  '  say  so,  and  let  us  part.  I  will 
go-  away,  without  entreaties  and  without  re- 
proaches. AVliatever  pain  I  may  feel,  you 
shall  not  see  it ! '  A  passing  flush  crossed  her 
face,  and  left  it  pale  again.  She  trembled 
under  the  consciousness  of  returnino'  love — 
the  blind  love  that  had  so  cruelly  misled  her  ! 

VOL.    II.  u 
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At  a  moment  Avhen  she  most  needed  iirmness, 
her  heart  was  sinkini;  :  she  resisted,  strnjiLded. 
recovered  Jierself.  Quietly,  and  even  firmly, 
she  claimed  his  decision.  '  Does  your  silence 
mean,'  she  asked,  'tliat  3'ou  wisli  me  to  leave 
you  ? " 

No  man  who  had  loved  lier  as  tenderly  as 
her  husband  had  loved  her,  could  have  resisted 
that  touching  self-control.  He  answered  ]iis 
wife  without  uttering  a  word — he  held  out  Ids 
arms  to  her.  The  fatal  reconciliation  was  ac- 
complished in  silence. 

At  dinner  on  that  day  Mr.  Yimpany's  bold 
eyes  saw  a  new  sight,  and  Mr.  Yimpanj-'s  ras- 
cally lips  indulged  in  an  impudent  smile.  My 
lady  appeared  again  in  her  place  at  the  dinner- 
table.  At  the  customary  time,  the  two  men 
were  left  alone  over  their  wine.  The  reckless 
Irish  lord,  rejoicing  in  the  recovery  of  his 
wife's  tender  regard,  drank  freely.  Undei'- 
standing    and    despising    him,    the    doctor's 
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(levilisli  gaiety  iiidiilged  in  facetious  reminis- 
cences of  his  own  married  life. 

'  If  I  could  claim  a  sovereign,'  lie  said, '  for 
every  quarrel  between  Mrs.  Yimpany  and  my- 
self, I  put  it  at  a  low  average  when  I  declare 
that  I  should  be  worth  a  thousand  pounds. 
How  does  your  lordship  stand  in  that  matter? 
Shall  we  say  a  dozen  breaches  of  the  marriage 
agreement  up  to  the  present  time  P ' 

'  Say  two — and  no  more  to  come  ! '  his 
friend  answered  cheerfully. 

'No  more  to  come  ! '  the  doctor  repeated. 
'  My  experience  says  plenty  more  to  come ;  I 
never  saw^  two  people  less  likely  to  submit  to 
a  peaceable  married  life  than  you  and  my 
lady.  Ha !  you  laugh  at  that  ?  It's  a  habit 
of  mine  to  back  my  opinion.  I'll  bet  you  a 
dozen  of  champagne  there  will  be  a  quarrel 
which  parts  you  two,  for  good  and  all,  before 
the  year  is  out.     Do  you  take  the  betP' 

'  Done  ! '    cried  Lord  Harry.     '  I  projwse 
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my  wife's  good  liealtj],  Viinpany,  in  a  bumper. 
She  shall  drink  confusion  to  all  false  prophets 
in  the  first  glass  of  your  champagne  ! ' 

The  post  of  the  next  morning  brought 
with  it  two  letters. 

One  of  them  bore  the  postmark  of  London, 
and  was  addressed  to  Lady  Harry  Norland. 
It  was  written  by  Mrs.  Yimpany,  and  it  con- 
tained a  few  lines  added  by  Hugh  Mountjoy. 
*  My  strength  is  slow  in  returning  to  me '  (he 
wrote) ;  '  but  my  kind  and  devoted  nurse  say^ 
that  all  dang;er  of  infection  is  at  an  end.  You 
may  write  again  to  your  old  friend  if  Lord 
Harry  sees  no  objection,  as  harmlessly  as  in 
the  happy  past  time.  My  weak  hand  begins 
to  tremble  already.  How  glad  I  shall  be  to 
hear  from  you,  it  is,  happily  for  me,  quite 
needless  to  add.' 

Li  her  delight  at  receiving  this  good  news 
Iris  impulsively  assumed  that  her  husband 
would  give  it  a  kindly  welcome  on  his  side ; 
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she  insisted  on  reading  the  letter  to  him.  He 
said  coldly,  '  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  Mr.  Mount- 
joy's  recovery' — and  took  up  the  newspaper. 
Was  this  unworthy  jealousy  still  strong  enough 
to  master  him,  even  at  that  moment?  His 
wife  had  forgotten  it.  Why  had  he  not  for- 
gotten it  too  ? 

On  the  same  day  Iris  repHed  to  Hugh, 
with  the  confidence  and  affection  of  the  by- 
gone time  before  her  marriage.  After  closing 
and  addressing  the  envelope,  she  found  that 
her  small  store  of  postage  stamps  was  ex- 
hausted, and  sent  for  her  maid.  Mr.  Yimpany 
happened  to  pass  the  open  door  of  her  room, 
while  she  was  asking  for  a  stamp  ;  he  heard 
Fanny  say  that  she  Avas  not  able  to  accom- 
modate her  mistress.  '  Allow  me  to  make 
myself  useful,'  the  polite  doctor  suggested. 
He  produced  a  stamp,  and  fixed  it  himself  on 
the  envelope.  When  he  had  proceeded  on  his 
way    downstairs,    Fanny's    distrust     of    him 
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insisted  on  expressing  itself.  '  He  wanted  to 
find  out  what  person  you  have  written  to,'  she 
said.  '  Let  me  make  your  letter  safe  in  tlie 
post.'  In  five  minutes  more  it  was  in  the  box 
at  the  office. 

While  these  trifling  events  were  in  course 
of  progress,  Mr.  Yimpany  had  gone  into  the 
garden  to  read  tlie  second  of  the  two  letters, 
delivered  tliat  mornino-  addressed  to  himself. 
On  her  return  from  tlie  post-office,  Fanny  had 
opportunities  of  observing  liim  while  slie  was 
in  the  greenhouse,  trying  to  revive  the  perish- 
ing flowers—neglected  in  the  past  days  of 
domestic  trouble. 

Noticing  her,  after  lie  had  read  his  letter 
over  for  the  second  time,  Mr.  Yimpany  sent 
the  maid  into  the  cottage  to  say  that  he  wished 
to  speak  with  her  master.  Lord  Harry  joined 
him  in  the  garden — looked  at  the  letter — and, 
handimr  it  back,  turned  awav-  The  doctor 
followed  liim.  and  said  something*  which  seemed 
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to  be  received  witli  objection.  Mr.  Viinpany 
persisted  nevertheless,  and  apparently  carried 
his  point.  The  two  gentlemen  consulted  the 
railway  time-table,  and  hurried  away  together, 
to  catch  the  train  to  Paris. 

Fanny  Mere  returned  to  the  conservatory, 
and  absently  resumed  her  employment  among 
the  ilowers.  On  what  evil  errand  had  the 
doctor  left  the  cottage?  And  why  on  this 
occasion,  had  he  taken  the  master  with 
him  ? 

The  time  had  been  when  Fanny  might 
have  tried  to  set  these  questions  at  rest  by 
boldl}^  following  the  two  gentlemen  to  Paris  ; 
trusting  to  her  veil,  to  her  luck,  and  to  the 
choice  of  a  separate  carriage  in  the  train,  to 
escape  notice.  But,  although  her  ill-judged 
interference  with  the  domestic  affairs  of  Lady 
Harry  had  been  forgiven,  slie  had  not  been 
received  again  into  favour  unreservedly. 
Conditions  were  imposed,  wliich   forbade  her 
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to  express  any  opinion  on  her  master's 
conduct,  and  which  imperatively  ordered  her 
to  leave  the  protection  of  her  mistress — if  pro- 
tection was  really  needed — in  his  lordship's 
competent  hands.  '  I  gratefully  appreciate 
your  kind  intentions,'  Iris  had  said,  with  her 
customary  tenderness  of  regard  for  the  feel- 
ings of  others ;  '  but  I  never  wish  to  liear 
again  of  Mr.  Vimpany,  or  of  the  strange  sus- 
picions which  he  seems  to  excite  in  your 
mind.'  Still  as  gratefully  devoted  to  Iris  as 
ever,  Fanny  viewed  the  change  in  my  lady's 
way  of  thinking  as  one  of  the  deplorable 
results  of  her  return  to  her  husband,  and 
waited  resignedly  for  the  coming  time  when 
her  wise  distrust  of  two  unscrupulous  men 
would  be  justified. 

Condemned  to  inaction  for  the  present, 
Lady  Harry's  maid  walked  irritably  up  and 
down  the  conservatory,  forgetting  the  flowers. 
Through  the  open  back  door  of  the  cottage 
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the  cheap  clock  in  the  hall  poured  its  liarsh 
little  volume  of  sound,  strikinir  the  hour.  'I 
wonder,'  she  said  to  herself,  '  if  those  two 
wicked  ones  have  found  their  w^ay  to  a 
hospital  yet  ?  '  That  guess  happened  to  have 
hit  the  mark.  The  two  Avicked  ones  were 
really  approaching  a  hospital,  well  known  to 
the  doctor  by  more  previous  visits  than  one. 
At  tlie  door  they  were  met  by  a  French  physi- 
cian, attached  to  the  Institution — the  writer  of 
the  letter  which  had  reached  Mr.  Yimpany  in 
the  morning. 

This  gentleman  led  the  way  to  the  official 
department  of  the  hospital,  and  introduced 
the  two  foreigners  to  the  French  authorities 
assembled  for  the  transaction  of  business. 

As  a  medical  man,  Mr.  Vimpany's  claims 
to  general  respect  and  confidence  were  care- 
fully presented.  He  was  a  member  of  the 
Ens^lish  Collec^e  of  Surefeons ;  lie  w\as  the 
friend  as  well  as  the  colleao'ue  of  llie  famous 
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President  of  that  College,  who  had  introduced 
him  to  tlie  chief  surf^eon  of  the  Hotel  Dieu. 
Other  introductions  to  illustrious  medical 
persons  in  Paris  had  naturally  followed. 
Presented  under  these  advantages,  Mr. 
Timpany  announced  his  discovery  of  a  new 
system  of  treatment  in  diseases  of  the  lungs. 
Having  received  his  medical  education  in 
Paris,  he  had  felt  bound  in  gratitude  to  place 
himself  under  the  protection  of  '  the  princes 
of  science,'  resident  in  the  brilliant  capital  of 
France.  In  that  hospital,  after  much  fruitless 
investigation  in  similar  institutions,  he  had 
found  a  patient  sufl'ering  from  the  form  of  lung 
disease,  whicli  offered  to  him  the  opportunity 
that  he  wanted.  It  was  impossible  that  he 
could  do  justice  to  his  new  system,  unless 
the  circumstances  were  especially  f^ivoural)le. 
Air  more  pure  than  tlie  air  of  a  great  city, 
and  bedroom  accommodation  not  sliared  l)y 
other  sick  persons,  were  among  the  conditions 
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absolutely  necessary  to  the  success  of  tlie 
experiment.  These,  and  otlier  advantages, 
were  freely  offered  to  him  by  his  noble  friend, 
who  would  enter  into  any  explanations  which 
the  authorities  then  present  might  think  it 
necessary  to  demand. 

The  explanations  having  been  offered  and 
approved,  there  was  a  general   move  to  the 
bed   occupied    by    the   invalid    who   was    an 
object  of  professional  interest  to  the  English 
doctor. 

The  patient's  name  was  Oxbye.  He  was 
a  native  of  Denmark,  and  had  followed  in  his 
own  country  the  vocation  of  a  schoolmaster. 
His  knowledo'e  of  tlie  Enodish  lanjruao-e  and 
the  French  had  offered  him  the  opportunity 
of  mioTatinf]^  to  Paris,  where  he  had  obtained 
employment  as  translator  and  copyist.  Earn- 
ing his  bread,  poorly  enough  in  tliis  way,  he 
had  been  prostrated  by  the  malady  wliich 
]uid  obliired  him  to  tak(^   refuiic   in  tlie  hos- 
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pitah  The  Frencli  physician,  under  whose 
medical  care  he  had  been  placed,  having 
announced  that  he  had  communicated  his 
notes  enclosed  in  a  letter  to  his  English 
colleague,  and  having  frankly  acknowledged 
that  the  result  of  the  treatment  had  not 
as  yet  sufficiently  justified  expectation,  the 
officers  of  the  institution  spoke  next.  The 
Dane  was  informed  of  the  nature  of  Mr. 
Yimpany's  interest  in  him,  and  of  the  hospitable 
assistance  offered  by  Mr.  Yimpany's  benevo- 
lent friend  ;  and  the  question  was  tlien  put, 
whether  he  preferred  to  remain  where  he 
was  or  whether  he  desired  to  be  removed 
under  the  conditions  which  had  been  just 
stated  ? 

Tempted  by  the  prospect  of  a  change, 
which  offered  to  him  a  bed-chamber  of  his 
own  in  the  house  of  a  person  of  distinction — 
with  a  garden  to  walk  about  in,  and  flowers 
to  gladden   liis  eyes,   when  he   got    better — 
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Oxbye  eagerly  adopted  the  alternative  of 
leaving  the  hospital.  '  Pray  let  me  go,'  the 
poor  fellow  said ;  '  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  the 
better  for  it.'  Without  opposing  this  deci- 
sion, the  responsible  directors  reminded  him 
that  it  had  been  adopted  on  impulse,  and 
decided  that  it  was  their  duty  to  give  him  a 
little  time  for  consideration. 

In  the  meanwhile,  some  of  the  gentlemen 
assembled  at  the  bedside,  looking  at  Oxbye 
and  then  looking  at  Lord  Harry,  had 
observed  a  certain  accidental  likeness  between 
the  patient  and  'Milord,  the  philanthropist,' 
wlio  was  willing  to  receive  him.  The 
restraints  of  politeness  had  only  permitted 
them  to  speak  of  this  curious  discovery 
among  themselves.  At  the  later  time,  how- 
ever, when  the  gentlemen  had  taken  leave  of 
each  other,  Mr.  Vimpany — finding  himself 
alone  with  Lord  Harry — had  no  hesitation  in 
introducing    the  subject,  on   which   delicacy 
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liad  prevented  tlic  Frenelimen  from  enter- 
ii]g. 

'  Did  you  look  at  the  Dane  ? '  he  began 
abruptly. 

'  Of  course  I  did  ! ' 

'  And  you  noticed  the  likeness?' 

'  Not  I ! ' 

The  doctor's  uproarious  laughter  startled 
the  people  who  were  walking  near  them  in 
the  street.  '  Here's  another  proof,'  he  burst 
out,  '  of  the  true  saying  that  no  man  knows 
himself.  You  don't  deny  the  likeness,  I 
suppose  ? ' 

'  Do  you  yourself  see  it  ?  '  Lord  ITarry 
asked. 

Yimpany  answered  that  question  scorn- 
fully :  '  Is  it  likely  that  I  should  have  sub- 
mitted to  all  the  trouble  I  have  taken  to  get 
possession  of  that  man,  if  I  had  not  seen  a 
likeness  between  his  face  and  yours  ?  ' 
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The  Irisli  lord  said  no  more.  When  liis 
friend  asked  Avliy  lie  was  silent,  lie  gave  Lis 
reason  sharply  enough :  '  I  don't  like  tlie 
sul)ject.' 
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Agony  Column  (The)  of  "The 

Times,"  from  1800  to  1870.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 


Aide  (Hamilton),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  1  Confidences. 

Alexander  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow? 

Valerie's  Fate. 

Allen  (Grant),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
The  Evolutionist  at  Large. 
Vignettes  from  Nature. 
Colin  Clout's  Calendar. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each  ;  post 
Bvo,  illustrated  boards.,  2s.  each. 

Strange  Stories.  With  a  Frontispiece 
by  George  Du  Maurier. 

The  Beckoning  Hand.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Townley   Grekn. 

Crown    8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  61.  eacli. 
post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Phiiistia.  |  For  Maimie's  Sake. 

Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Babylon :  A  Romance. 
In  all    Shades. 


Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 
The  Devil's  Die.   |  This  Mortal  Coil. 


The  Tents   of  Shem. 

crown  Bvo. 


Three  Vols., 


Architectural  Styles,  A  Hand- 
book of.  Translated  from  the  German 
of  A.  Rosengarten,  by  W.  Collett- 
Sandars.  Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  with 
639  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Arnold.— Bird  Life  in  England. 

By  Edwin   Lester  Arnold,    Crowa 
Bvo,  "loth  extra,  63. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Artemus  Ward : 

Artemus  Ward's  Works:  The  Works 
of  Charles  Farrer  Browne,  better 
known  as  Artemus  Ward.  With 
Portrait  and  Facsimile.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By 
Edward  P.  Kingston.  With  a 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Art  (The)  of  Amusing  :  A  Col- 
lection of  Graceful  Arts,  Games,  Tricks, 
Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By  Frank 
Bellew.  With  300  Illustrations.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  45.  6d. 

Ashton  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  History  of  the  Chap  Books  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century.  With  nearly 
400  Illustrations,  engraved  in  lac- 
simile  of  the  originals. 

Social  Life  in  the  Reign  of  Queen 
Anne.  From  Original  Sources.  With 
nearly  100  Illustrations. 

Humour,  Wit,  and  Satire  of  the 
Seventeenth  Century.  With  nearly 
100  Illustrations. 

English  Caricature  and  Satire  on 
Napoleon  the  First.  With  115  Il- 
lustrations. 

Modern  Street  Ballads.  With  57 
Illustrations. 

Bacteria. — A  Synopsis  of  the 

Bacteria  and  Yeast  Fungi  and  Allied 
Species.  By  W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.  With 
87  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

BanKers,  A  Handbook  of  Lon- 
don; together  with  Lists  of  Bankers 
from  1677.  By  F.  G.  Hilton  Price, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Bardsley(Rev.C.W.), Works  by : 
English  Surnames:  Their  Sources 
and  Significations.  Third  Edition, 
revised.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 
Curiosities  of  Puritan  Nomencla- 
ture. Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Beaconsfieid,  Lord:  A  Biogra- 
phy. By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.  Sixth 
Edition,  with  a  New  Preface.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  53. 

Beauchamp.  —  Grantley 

Grange:  A  Novel.  By  Shelsley 
Beaughamp.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Beautiful  Pictures  by  British 

Artists:  A  Gathering;  of  Favourites 
from  our  Picture  Galleries.  All  en- 
graved on  Steel  in  the  highest  style  ot 
Art.  Edited,  with  Notices  of  the 
Artists,  by  SvrvNEY  Armytage,  M.A. 
Imperial  410,  cloth  extra,  gilt  and  gilt 
edges  213. 


Bechstein.  —  As      Pretty     as 

Seven,  and  other  German  Stories. 
Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein. 
With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers 
Grimm,  and  100  Illusts.  by  Riehter. 
Small  4to,  green  and  gold,  63.  6d. ; 
gilt  edges,  73.  6d. 

Beerbohm.  —"Wanderings  \n 
Patagonia ;  or,  Life  among  the  Ostrich 
Hunters.  By  Julius  Beerbohm.  With 
Illusts,   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 


Belgravia  for   1889.— One 

Shilling  Monthly. — A  New  Serial  Story, 
entitled  Passion's  Slave,  by  Richard 
Ashe  King,  Author  of  "The  Wearing 
of  the  Green,"  "A  Drawn  Game,"  &c., 
began  in  the  January  Number,  and 
will  be  continued  through  the  year. 
%*  Bound  Volumes  from  the  beginning 

kept  in  stock,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

each;  Cases  for  Binding  Vols.,  23.  each. 

Belgravia     Holiday     Number, 

published  Annually  in  July  ;  and  Bel- 
gravia Annual, published  Annually  in 
November.  Each  Complete  in  itself. 
Demy  Svo,  with  Illustrations,  Is.  each. 

Bennett  (W[C.,LL.D.),Works  by; 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  each. 
A  Ballad  History  of  England. 
_ Songs  for-Sailors. 

Besant    (Walter)    and    James 

Rice,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illust 
bds.,  23.  each;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each, 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft,  &c. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay,  &c. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant,  &c. 

Besant  (Walter),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men: 
An  Impossible  Story.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Captains'  Room,  &c  With 
Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illus- 
trations by  Harry  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece 
by  Charles  Green. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
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Besant  (Walter),  continued— 

Herp  Paulus:  His  Rise,  his  Great- 
ness, and  his  Fall.  With  a  New 
Preface.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Fop  Faith  and  Freedom.  With 
Illustrations  by  A.  FoRESTiER  and  F. 
Waddy.  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.     [Preparing. 

To  Call  hep  Mine,  &c.  With  Nine 
Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Fifty  Yeaps  Ago.  With  137  full-page 
Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  16s. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  JefFeries. 
With  Photograph  Portrait.  Second 
Edition.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Apt  of  Fiction.      Demy  8vo,  Is. 

New  Libpapy  Edition  of 

Besant  and  Rice's  Novels. 

The  whole  12  Volumes,  printed  from 

ttetv  type  on  a  large  crown  ^vo  page, 

and  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  are  now 

ready,  price  Six  Shillings  each. 

X.  Ready- Money    Mortiboy.       With 

Etched  Portrait  ot  James  Rice. 

2.  My  Little  Gipl. 

3.  With  Harp  and  Cpown. 

4.  This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

5.  The  Golden  Buttepfly.  With  Etched 

Portrait  of  Walter  Besant. 

6.  The  Monks  of  Theiema. 

7.  By  Celia's  Apboup. 

8.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

9.  The  Seamy  Side. 

10.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucpaft,  &c, 

11.  'Twas  in  Tpafalgap's  Bay,  &c, 

12.  The  Ten  YeaPS*  Tenant,  &c. 

Betham-Edwapds  (M.),  Novels : 

Felicia.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ; 

post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Kitty.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Bewick    (Thomas)     and     his 

Pupils.    By  Austin  DoBsoN.    With  95 
Illusts.  Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  6d. 

Birthday  Books: — 

The  Stappy  Heavens:  A  Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  Svo,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Lowell  Bipthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.  Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  43.  6d. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1876  to  1887,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1889.  With  nu- 
merous lUustratioHs.  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1830-84  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac- 
simile lUustratioas.    Cloth  limp,  63. 


Blackburn  (Henry),  continued- 

Academy  Notes,  1885-89.  Completa 
in  One  Vol.,  with  about  fioo  Illustra- 
tions. Cloth  limp,  7S.  6d.  {Only  a 
few  Copies  for  Sale.) 

Gposvenop  Notes,  1877.    6d. 

Gposvenop  Notes,  separate  years,  froai 
1878  to  1888,  each  la. 

Gposvenop  Notes,  1889.  With  nu- 
merous Illusts.     Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82 
With  upwards  of  300  lUustratious, 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Grosvenop  Notes,  Vol.  II.,  1833-87 
With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations 
Deaiy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  63. 

The  New  Gallepy,  1883.  With  nu 
merous  lUust.^ations.     is. 

The  New  Gallery,  1889.  With  numer 
ous  Illustrations.     Is. 

The  English  Picturesat  the  National 
Gallepy.    114  Illustrations.     Is. 

The  Old  Masteps  at  the  National 
Gallepy.     12S  Illustrations.     Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  lllustpated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallepy.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  24a 
Illusts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38. 


The  Papis  Salon,  1889.  With  300  Fac- 
simile Sketches.     3s. 

Blake  (William) :  Etchings  from 

his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Blind.— The  Ascent  of  Man  : 

A  Poem.  By  Mathilde  Blind.  Crown 
Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
cloth  extra,  53. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Works  by  : 

English  Mepchants:  Memoirs  in  Il- 
lustration ot  thtt  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Newspapeps:  Chapters  in 
the  History  of  Journalism.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  253. 

Bowers'(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 
Canteps  in  Cpampshire. 
Leaves    fpom  a   Hunting     Joupnal 
Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  orii,'inals. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Cro-.v-i  8v.%  cloth  extra,  33.61.  each;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Camp   Notes:    Storiss   of  Sport  and 

Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  America. 

Savage  Life :  Adve.itures  of  a  Globe- 

Trotter. 

Chponicles  of  No-Man's  Land. 
Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Brand'sObservations  on  Popu- 
lar Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d, 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 

Library  Edition,  Complete  in  Five 

Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cl. extra,  6s.  each. 
Bret     Harte's     Collected     Works: 

Library    Edition.     Airanged  and   i 

Revised  by  the  Author.  I 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and  j 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por-  : 
trait,  and  Introduction  by  Author. 

Vol,  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  —  Condensed 
Novels.  &c. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc- 
tory Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte's  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 
Printed  on  hand-made  paper  and 
bound  in  buckram.     Cr.  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenawav,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Sm.  4to,  bds.,  6s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c. 

The  Luck  cf  Roaring  Camp,  and 
other  Sketches. 

Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.) 

Post  Svo,  i  lustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth,  2s.  6d.  each, 
flip.  I      Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  \_Shortly. 

Fcap.  Svo,  pictuie  cover,  Is.  each. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain. 
JefT  Briggs's  Love  Story. 

:rewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by  : 
The  Reader's  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,    Plots,    and     Stories. 

Twelfth  Thousand.  With  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English 
Bibliography.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  7s.  6d. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  continued— 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra  Vs.  6d. 

Brewster(SirDavid), Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.     With  Plates. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  ot 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.  

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 
as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 
Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid-paper  and 
half-bound,  2s. 

Brydges.  —    Uncle     Sam     at 

Home.    By  Harold  Brydges.     Post 
Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  61. 

Buchanan's  (Robert)  Works : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 

With    a    Frontispiece    by    Arthur 

Hughes. 
Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
The  Earthquake;   or,  Six  Days  and 

a  Sabbath. 
The  City  of  Dream:  An  Epic  Poem. 

With  Two  Illusts.  by    P.  Macnab. 

Second  Edition. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each  ;  * 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water.      1  The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heirof  Linne. 
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Burton  (Captain).— The  Book 

of  the  Sword  :  Being  a  History  of  the 
Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries, 
from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton.  With  over  400  Illustra- 
tions.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  323. 

Burton  (Robert): 

The    Anatomy    of    Melancholy.     A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton's Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6(1. 


Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 3s.  6d. each;  post 
8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 

The   Deemster:  A  Romance  of  the 
Isle  of  Man. 


Cameron     (Commander). — 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince" 
Privateer.  By  V.  Lovett  Cameron, 
R.N.,C.B.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. ; 
postSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Cameron     (Mrs.    H.     Lovett), 

Novels  by: 
Crown   8vo,   cloth   extra,   33.   6d.   each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Thomas)  : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Caklyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 
1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman's   (George)   Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtlul  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  ot  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  183.;  or  separately,  63.  each. 


Chatto&  Jackson. —A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Ed  tioa.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  283. 

Chaucer: 
Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.61. 

Chronicle  (The)  of  the  Coach  : 

Charing  Cross  to  Ilfracombe.  By  J.  D. 
Champlin.  With  75  Illustrations  by 
Edward  L.  Chichester.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and   Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "The  Story  of  Creation,"  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls: 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban, 
Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  23. 


Coleman  (John),  Works  by: 

Curly:    An  Actor's  Story.    Illustrated 

by  J.  C.  Dollman.     Crown  Svo,  Is.; 

cloth.  Is.  6d. 
Players    and    Playwrights    I     have 

Known.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  24s. 


Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From   Midnight  to   Midnight. 


A    Fight    with    Fortune, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Post    Svo, 


Collins  (Mortimer  &.  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 
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Collins    (Wllkle),    Novels    by :  i 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
postSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 

Antonina.  Illust.  by  SirJoHNGiLBERT. 

Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J   Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seel<.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  M-Jscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.     With  Illustrations 

by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    Illust.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor     Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ?    With  Illustrations  by 

S.  L.  Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  by 

G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S.Reinhardt. 
The    Frozen    Deep.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.    Illustrated 

by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science:    A  Story  ot  the 

Present  Time. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain.  Cheap  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d  [Preparing. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.   Post  8vo.  illustrated  bds.,2s. 

Colman's    Humorous  Works: 

"  Broad  Grins,''  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Colquhoun. — Every  Inch  a  Sol- 
dier :  A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Convalescent      Cookery:      A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 
Demonoiogy  and  Devil-Lore.    Third 

Edition.     Two  Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with 

65  Illustrations,  283. 
A   Necklace  of  Stories.     Illustrated 

by  W.  J.   Hennessy.     Square  ovo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 
Pine  and  Palm:     A  Novel.    Cheaper 

Ed.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  23.[Shortly. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by: 

Leo.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  28. 

Copyright.  — A    Handbook   of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold.    Post8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of   England;    or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstit  ons 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Craddock.  —  The    Prophet   of 

the  Great  Smoky  Mountains  By 
Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Pest 
8to  illust  bds.,  2s.    cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 

Cruikshank  (George) : 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  (835 
to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Bkst 
HuMOURof  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckrtt, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  Sue. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  of 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cummmg(C.  F.  Gordon), Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  83.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  III  lists. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.     With  numerous  lUusts. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Deuiy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 
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Cussans.— Handbook   of  Her- 

aldpy;  with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
_cloth  extra,  7s,^d. 

Cy pies.— Hearts   of    Gold:     A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples,  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Daniel. —  Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
\\ith  Illustrations  by  Robt,  Cruik- 
SHANK.  Crown  tvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet.— The  Evangelist ;    or, 

Port      Salvation.  By       Alphonse 

Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant. — Hints  for  Parents 
on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or 
Trade  for  their  Sons.  By  Francis 
Davenant,  M.A.  Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
pu-blished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  123. 

Daylight  Land:  The  Adven- 
tures, Humorous  and  Otherwise,  of 
Judge  John  Doe,  Tourist;  Cephas  Pep- 
PERELL,  Capitalist ;  Colonel  Goffe, 
and  others,  in  their  Excursion  over 
Prairie  and  Mountain.  By  W.  H. 
Murray.  With  140  lUusts.  in  colours. 
Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

De  Malstre— A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

De  Mllle.— A  Castle  In  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  MiLLE.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  33.  6d. :  post  Jvo.  liiust.  bds..  2s. 


Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.    |   Circe's  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.   I  NIcholasNickleby 
Pickwick  Papers.   |  Oliver  Twist. 


The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  May/air 
Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  With  an  Appendix,  contain- 
ing a  Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Eleventh  Thousand.  Crown  8vo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  hall- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparaiion. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent. 
M.A.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,7s.  6d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymologi  A, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  ByFRANCEs  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Oi;t- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
73.  6d. 
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Diderot.— The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,  "  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.     Cr  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6q. 


Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d,  each. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities. 

Donovan      (Dick),      Detective 

Stories  by : 
PostSvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Man-hunter:  Stories  Iroro   the 

Note-book  of  a  Detective. 
Caught  at  Last!  

Doran.  —  Memories  of  our 
Great  Towns  ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  61. 

Drama,    A  Dictionary  of  tlie. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook.")  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  123.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.     Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  n,,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  IntroductoryEssay 
by  A.  C.Swinburne;  Vol. HI.,  Trans- 
lations ol  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey, 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham.   One  Vol. 

Massinge.'-'s  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The     Folk  -  Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 


Early   English    Poets.     Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.J  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 


Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :      A 

Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River 
Plate.  By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
With  41  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Edwardes(Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  honour.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3S.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2S. 

Emanuel. — On   Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History.Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Realit)^.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Ewald   (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  61. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  Re-studied:  Historical 
Sketches  Irom  Original  Sources. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Englishman's  House,  The:    A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House  ;  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.J.  Richardson.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly 
600  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6(1. 

Eyes,  Our:    How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning, F.R.. A. S.,&c,  Seventh 
Edition  (Twelfth  Thousand).  With 
70  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  l3. 
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Familiar    Short     Sayings    of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle: 

Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other  : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenils 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (James  Anson),  Works 

by: 
IVIilltary    Manners    and    Customs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 
"  Military   Manners."      Crown   Bvo, 
Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Fin-Bec.  —  The    Cupboard 

Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or.  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
U6y  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  Day's  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw- 
ings.   Crown  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Bella  Donna.   |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street 
Polly.    I    The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plete Poems :  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.     By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Franclllon   (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.each; 

post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua.  | 

Olympla.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Esther's  Glove.     Fcap.  Svo,  Is. 
King  or  Knave:     A  Novel,     Cheaper 
Edition.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33  6d. 
Romances  of  the  Law.     Fronti.^piece 
by  D.  H.  Friston.  Cr  Svo  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Frederic.  —  Seth  s     Brothers 

I       Wife:  A  Novel,  By  Harold  Frederic, 
Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Frenzeny.— Fifty  Years  on  the 

Trail  :  The  Adventures  oi  John  Y. 
Nelson,  Scout,  Guide.and  Interpreter, 
in  the  Wild  West,  By  Harrington 
O'Reilly.  With  over  loo  Illustrations 
by  Paul  Frenzeny.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Frere.— Pandurang    Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  Sd. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

Friswell.— Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  3vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  Sd.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebritiea 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers 
Old  Showmen  and  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide 
to  the  London  Charities,  1888-9 
Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda- 
tion, Objects,  Income,  OfiBcials,  &c. 
Edited  by  John  Lane.  Published  An- 
nually.   Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  8d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  o'' 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden;  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  ByF.G.  Heath.  Crown  Svo 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 
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Garrett.— The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Gentleman's   Magazine  (The) 

for  1889.— Is.  Monthly.— In  addition 
to  the  Articles  upon  subjects  in  Litera- 
ture, Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this 
Magazine  has  so  high  a  reputation, 
"Table  Talk"  by  Sylvanus  Urban 
appears  monthly. 
*^*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  are 

kept  in  stock,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d.. 

each  ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's     Annual     (The). 

Published  Annually  in  November.    In 
picture  cover.    DemySvo,  Is. 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translatedby  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s-  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
Queen      of      the 

Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
A    Heart's    Prob- 
lem. 
TheGoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
For  the  King.   |  In  PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
A  Hard  Knot.  |  Heart's  Delight. 

Blood-Money,  and  other  Stories.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  Bvo. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  — The 
Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jurv. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb — 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  continued — 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Glenny.— A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  limp,  23. 

Golden    Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  0.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.     Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break 
fast  Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.    All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  lor  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Monx- 
GOMERiE  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes,byT.M^CRiE,D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The:  An  Encyclop.edia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Graham.  —    The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Gr.'VHAM. 
Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 


CHATTO  &'  WIND  US,  PICCADILLY. 


Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KoNKR.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  HuEFFER.  545  lUusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  large  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Greenaway   (Kate)    and    Bret 

Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.     Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low  Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 


Dick  Temple:    A  Novel, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Post  8vo, 


Greville  (Henry). — Nikanor  :  A 

Novel.  From  the  French  of  Henry 
Greville,  Author  of  "  Dosia,"  &c. 
With  8  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s.   ' 

Habberton    (John),    Author   of 

"  Helen's  Babies,"  Novels  by: 
Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each, 
Brueton's  Bayou. 
Country  Luck. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNcus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hake   (Dr.   Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 
extra.  8s. 

Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
\\  cod  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8yo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day    Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  VVithover  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory lext.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  8vo,  cl  limp,  23. 6d. 


Hanky-Panky:  A  Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks,Very  Difficult  Tricksy 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  20Q 
Illusts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,4s.  6d, 

Hardy    (Lady    Duffus).  — Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By  Lady 
Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bs.,  23. 

Hardy  (Thomas).— Under  the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd."  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Harwood. — The    Tenth    Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.), Works  by: 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.63. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,'  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  M. A.     Cr.  8vo.  63. 


Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.     Dust. 
Fortune's  Fool.  I  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MissCadogna.      |  Love— or  a  Name. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 


Mrs.     Gainsborough's      Diamonds. 

Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

A  Dream  and  a  Forgetting.  By 
Julian  Hawthorne.  Cr.  Svo,  pic- 
ture cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3d.  6d. 
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Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath   (F.    G.).  —  My    Garden 

WHd,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 


Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


Henderson.— Agatha  Page:   A 

Novel.  By  Isaac  Henderson,  Author 
of  "  The  Prelate."  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Herman.— One  Traveller  Re- 
turns: A  Romance.  By  Henry  Her- 
man and  D.  Christie  Murray.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg        (Chevalier 

Ernst  von).  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illusts.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  100  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
l4s.  [/;j  preparation. 


HIndley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns.  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity, 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards  23. 


Holmes  (O.Wendell),Works  by: 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d.— Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The      Science"    of 

Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manuai  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas)^ 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.  With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by : 
From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
TON  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  PostSvo, 
illustrated  boards,  23^ 

H 00 k^sjT h eod ore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures.Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes,  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  73 .  6d. 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  . 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Horse  (The)  and  his^R i d e r T~An 

Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  Thormanby." 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hopkins — " 'Twixt   Love    and 

Duty:"  A  Novel,  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Horne. — O  r I o n  :  An  Epic  Poem^ 

in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by; 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Thornicroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 
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Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23^ 

HydrophoblaT:  an  Account  of  M. 
Pasteur's  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  of  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  the  latest  Statistical 
Results.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B., 
CM.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis- 
sioned by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  in  Paris. 
With  7  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Indoor   Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.     Crown  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
cevalGraves.  Post  Svo.cl.limp,  2s. 6d. 

James. — A    Romance    of    the 

Queen's  Hounds.  By  Charles  James. 
Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cl.,l3.  6d. 

J  an  V  i  e r.—P  ract  I  cal^Ke  ram  I cs 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

JefTeries  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Nature  near  London.    Crown  Svo, 

cl.  ex.,  63. ;  post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Life  of  the   Fields.    Post  Svo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The  Open  Air.      Crown    Svo,  cloth 

extra,  63. ;  post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The    Eulogy   of   Richard   Jefferies. 

By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Ed. 

Photo.  Portrait.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Worl<s  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por- 
trait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:    A  Gossip 

about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen    Garden:    The   Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes    and    Occupa- 

tions  of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  PostSvo, 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

"  John    Herring,"    Novels    by 
the  Author  of: 
Red  Spider.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

33.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  iliutt.  boards,  2s. 
Eve.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  61.  each. 

Finger  Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations:  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries.      One  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works,    With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
GiFFORD.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus.TheCompleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  Svo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  143. 

Kempt. — Pencil    and    Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards.  2s. ;  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

Keyser.— Cut  by  the  Mess:  A 

Novel.  By  Arthur  Keyser.  Cr.  Svo, 
picture  cover.  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d.   [Shortly. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each-, 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green" 

KIngsley   (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Oakshott  Castle.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  Svo,  clot 
extra,  3s.  6d.  ^____ 

Knight.— The  Patient's  Vade 

Mecum:  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,a.nd  Edw.  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.    Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is  6d. 
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Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  ;  A 

Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the 
Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  63. 

LamD  (Charles): 
Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 

and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."     Cr.8vo,cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
complete.  Post  8vo,  laid  paper, 
handsomely  half-bound,  23. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
GERALD.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane's   Arabian    N i g h ts. — T h e 

Thousand  and  One  Nights:  com- 
monly called,  in  England,  "The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  9vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d.  each. 


Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 
The   Story  of  the    London   Parks. 
With  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6(i. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by: 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  A  New  Edition, 
printed  on  fcap.  Svo,  hand-made 
paper,  and  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leys. — The  Lindsays  :  A  Ro- 
mance of  Scottish  Life.  By  John  K. 
Leys.  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s^ _ 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Linskiil.— In   Exchange   for   a 

Soul.  By  Mary  Linskill,  Author  of 
"The  Haven  Under  the  Hill,"  &c. 
Cheapei  Edit.    Post8vc,illust.  bds.,23. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  SvO;  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
"  IViy  Love! "         |      lone. 
Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  ea«h. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Longfellow's   Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in  Health 
and  Disease.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.     Cr.  Svo,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,2s.6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  Svo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad     (The)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  Svo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  183 

Macalpine (Avery),  Novels  by: 

Teresa    Itasca,    and    other    Stories. 

Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  2s.  6d. 
Broken  Wings.   With  Illusts. by  W.  J. 

Hennessy.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy    (Justin    H.,    M.P^; 

Works  by: 
An  Outlineof  the  History  of  Ireland, 

from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.    Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Ireland  since  the  Union:   Sketches 

of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  iS85. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 

Second    Edition,  revised.      Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Our   Sensation    Novel.     Edited  by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy.    Crown  Svo, 

Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Dolly:  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture 

cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Haflz  in  London.    Choicely  printed. 

Small  Svo,  gold  eloth,  33.  6d. 
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McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),Works 

by: 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  ol  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  123. 
each.— Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  63.  each. 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ol 
1SS6,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Three 
Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  II.  nearly  ready. 

Crown  Svo,   cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
IVIiss  IVlisanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Linley  Rochford. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

"The  Right  Honourable:"  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MacColl. —  Mr.      Stranger's 

Sealed  Packet :  A  New  Story  of 
Adventure.  By  Hugh  MacColl. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

MacDonald.— Works  of  Fancy 

and  Imagination.  By  George  Mac- 
ihDNALD,  LL.D.  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s. —  Vol.  i. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hidden 
Life.— Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.  The 
Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of  Sonnets, 
Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3,  Violin  Songs. 
Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. 
A  Book  OF  Dreams.  Roadside  Poems. 
Poems  for  Children.  Vol.  4.  Para- 
bles. Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — 
Vols.  5  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent. — 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows.  —  Vol.  9. 
Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden  Key. 
The  Carasoyn.  Little  Daylight. — 
Vol.  10.  The  Cruel  Painter.  The 
Wowo'  RivvEN.  The  Castle.  The 
Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 
Uncle  Cornelius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  23.  6(1.  eaak. 


Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  64. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Mackay.— Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  Svo 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 
of  illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

IVlacquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illusts.  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations    by  T.   R.   MAc^iUoiD. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid, 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 


Magician's  Own    Book  (The): 

Performances  v,'ith  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With 200  Illustrations, 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Magic    Lantern   (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  l3.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta.    An  exact  Fac- 

simile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper 
3  feet  by  2  teet,  with  Arms  and  Seals' 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.    53. 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia  ;  or.  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s  6d. 

Poenns     Small  4to,  in  parchment.  8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  fivo, 
cloth  extra,  63. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mcrt 

d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  ot  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp:  2s. 

Man  •  Hunter    (The)  :     Stories 

from  the  Note-book  ot  a  Detective.  By 
Dick  Donovan.  Post  Svo.  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  •  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s  6d.  each 
The  Choice  Worl<s  of  IV.ark  Twain. 

Revised  and  Correctec  throughout  by 

the  Authoi     With  Life,  Portrait,  and 

numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 

Home    With  20C  Illustrations  by  F. 

A  Eraser. 
The  Gildeo  Age     By   Mark  Twain 

and    Charles    Dudley     Warner. 

With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coffin. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 

With  numerous  lUust.'aticns. 


Crown   Svo,  clotb  extra    (illustrated), 

73.  6d.  each;  post  8vc  fwiihout  Ilk  s- 

trations),  illustrated  boards..  2s.  each. 
The  Innocents  AbroaC  ;  oi.  The  New 

Pilgrim's  Progress-  *  Mark  Twain's 

Pleasure  Trip  '■ 
The   Adventures  ot  Tom   Sawyer. 

With  III  Illustrations 
The  Prince  anc  the  Pauper.    With 

nearly  200  Illustrations. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.     With  314  Illusts. 
Life  on  the   Mississippi.    With  300 

Illustrations. 
The    Adventures     of    Huckleberry 

Finn.      With    174    Illustrations    by 

E.  W.  Kemble. 


The    Stolen    White    Eiephant,    &c. 

Crown   Svo,   cloth   extra;   6s. ;    post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards  2s. 


Marlowe's    Works.      Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 


Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s. 6d.  each' 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  23.  each' 
Open?  Sesame!    |  Written  in  Fire. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  eacn. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Fighting  the  Air. 

Masslnger  s  Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col  Cunningham.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s 

Masterman. — Half    a     Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Matthews.— A  Secret  of  the 

Sea,  Sec.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  Svo.illust.  bds.,  23. ;  cloth,  23.  6d. 

Mayfalr  Library,  The: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
A  Journey  Round    My   Room.      By 

Xavier    de   Maistre.      Translated 

by  Henry  Attwell. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.     Selected  by 

W.  Davenport  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times/' 

from  180C  tc  1870.     Edited,  with  an 

Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay, 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 

Abridgment  of    "  Burton's  Anatomy 

of   Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.     By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetica!  ingenuities  and  Eccentrics 

ties.     Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 

DoBSON. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea— Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  ot  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S  Gilbert. 
Second  Series,  Containing:  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gietchen— Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour, 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  11- 
lustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 

his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 

Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 

Law.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.      By    Jacob 

Larwood.  [Leigh. 

Jeux  d'Esprlt.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:    Essays  on   Women.     By 

E.  Lynn  Linton.  [Macgregor. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
The    New    Paul    and  Virginia.     By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 

ley-Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     By  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.    Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 
Muses   of    Mayfair      Edited  by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau  :    His  Life  and  Aims.      By 

H.  A.  Page. 
Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Punlana.   By  Hon.  H.  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 
By  Stream  and  Sea      By  William 

Senior. 
Leaves  from   a  Naturalist's  Note- 

Book.    By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

May  hew.— London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  Bv  Henry  Mayhew.  With  nume- 
rous  Illiists.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R  C.P.  Lond.    Cr.  8vo,ls.;cl.,ls.6d. 

Menken. — Infelicia:   Poems  by 

Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  A  New  Edi- 
tion, with  a  Biographical  Preface,  nu- 
merous Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis 
and  F.  O.  C.  Darley,  and  Facsimile 
of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens. 
Beautifully  printed  on  small  4to  ivory 
paper,  with  red  border  to  each  page, 
and  handsomely  bound.    Price  7s.  6d. 

Mexican     Mustang      (On     a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the  Rio 
Grande.  A  New  Book  of  American  Hu- 
mour. By  A.  E.SwEET  and  J.  Armoy. 
Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas  Sittings." 
With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.extra,  7s.6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go.     I      Mr.  Dorillion. 


Miller. —  Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or.  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  b.  Fenwick 
Miller.    Small  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  Svo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex..  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.     Rules  for 

the  Management  of  the  Skin;  with 

Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,&c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the   Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 

to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  — WasSneGoodorBad  ? 

A  Romance.  By  William  Minto. 
Cr  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Moiesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Hathercourt  Rectory.     Cr.  Svo,  cl. 

extra,  4s. 6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
That    Girl    in    Black.      Crown    Svo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
Moncriefr.  — The   Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter.A.R.A., Colin  Hunter, 
A.R.A.,  R.  Macbeth,  A.R.A.,  and ToM 
Graham,  R.S.A.  Large  4to,  bound  in 
buckram,  21s.  

Moore  (Thomas). — Prose  and 

Verse,  Humorous,  Satirical, and  Senti- 
mental, by  Thomas  Moore;  with  Sup- 
pressed Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of 
Lord  Byron  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction, by  R.Herne  Shepherd. 
With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  7s. 6d. 

Muddock.— Stories  Weird  and 

Wonderful.  By  J.  E.  Muddock.  Authof 
of  '•  A  Wingless  Angel,"  &c.  Post  Svo,. 
illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Murray  (D.   Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life's  Atonement.  1 A  Model  Father*. 

Joseph's  Coat.  I  Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Val  Strange.  I     Hearts. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  With  Three  Illus- 
trations by  A.  McCormick.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6s.— Cheaper  Edition, 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  By  D. 
Christie  Murray  and  H.  Herman 
Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,6s. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c  Crown  8vo^ 
cloth  extra,  6s.  IPn-paring, 
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Novelists. —  Half-Hours    with 
'    the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century  : 

ChoiceReadings  from  he  finest  Novels. 
Edited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell. 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d..    [Preparing. 

Nursery     Hints:     A    Mother's 

Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies.L.R.C.P.  Cr.8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

O'Connor.— Lord  Beaconsfieici: 

A  Biography.  By  T.  P.O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by: 

The  Unforeseen.  PostSvo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 

Chance?  or  Fate?     Cheaper  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.    [Preparing. 

Ohnet.  —  Doctor   Rameau:   A 

Novel.  By  Georges  Ohnet,  Author  of 
"The  Ironmaster,"  &c.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  9  Illus- 
trations by  E.  Bayard.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Ppimrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's    Fortunes: 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O'Shaughnessy  (A.),  Poems  by : 

Songs  of  a  Worker.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  IVloonlight.      Fcap.   Svo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,10s.  6d. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strath  more. 
Chandos 
Under  Two  Flags. 
iCecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Idalia. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 
f^  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Pascarel. 

Signa.      I  Ariadne. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I    Bimbl. 
Pipistreilo. 
In  Maremma. 
A     Village     Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  i\ne. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 


OxMHK— continued. 
Guilderoy:   A  Novel.    3  vols.,  crown 

Svo.        

Wisdom,   Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 

from   the   Works   of    Ouida   by    F. 

Sydney  Morris.  Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,5s. 

Cheaper  Edition,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  Portrait.  Post  8vo,c].limp,2s.6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  5s. 


Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  "  Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
"The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illus- 
trations,  7s.  6d. [Preparing, 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
P.P.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and 
E.Knight.L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,ls.;cl.l/6. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll  :  A  Novel. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Payn      (James),     Novels    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  j    High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

From  Exile.     |    The  Canon's  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

Holiday  Tasks.  |  Glow-worm  Tales. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kit:   A  Memory.     |     Carlyon's  Year. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Bentinck's  Tutor.  Murphy's  Master. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
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Payn  (Jamfs),  continued — 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Fop  Cash  Only. 

What  He  Cost  Her.  |  Cecil's  Tryst. 
Fallen  Fortunes.     I  Halves. 
A  County  Family.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's   /engeance. 
The  Clyffards  of  ClyfTe. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
The  Foster  Brothers.  |  Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Humorous  Stories. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
Married  Beneath   Him. 
Mirk  Abbey.  |  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
Crown  fcvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
In    Peril    and  Privation:    Stories  of 

Marine  Adventure  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge.    With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Pears. — The  Present   Depres- 

sion  In  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
GoADBY  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.     Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfalr.  Vers  de 
Pociete,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell^ 

Phelps~(E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  ^ach ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.     By  the  Author 

of  "The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty- 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Reed. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 

Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 
Trooping  with   Crows.     Fcap.  8vo, 

picture  cover.  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.    Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  23. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  La-nghorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  lOs.  6d. 


Planch^  (J.   R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  Wills 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus« 
trations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
Svo, cloth  extra,  63. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan):— 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.   Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-) "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  oi 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  |     The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 


Gerald.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Princess  Olga — Radna ;  or,  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of  i83i.  By  the 
Princess  Olga.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 

Proctor  (Rich.  A.),  Works  by: 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Easy  star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts,    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.     Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular    Astro- 

nomy.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 
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Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,3s.6d. 
each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Wofflngton.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
FiLDES,  A.  R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  iVlend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  T.  PiNWELL. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jacl< 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  C.  Keene. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Ulust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GriflRth  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
FiLDES,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul  Play.     Illust,  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edvv.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.RA. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford.  [Couldery. 

A    Woman-Hater.    Illust.    by  Thos. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 
Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 

The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Read!  an  a.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


Bible  Characters :  Studies  of  David, 
Nehemiah,  Jonah,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap. 
8vo,  leatherette,  Is. 

Reader's   Handbook   (The)   of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

fJichardson.  —  A    Ministry  of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin Ward  Rictiardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Riddel!  (Mrs.  J.  h.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party, 
Weird  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  73.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations. 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets'  Birds. 
The  Poets'  Beasts. 
The   Poets  and    Nature:     Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects.  [Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.     With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart 
Schools  and  Scholars. 
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Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
In  the    Middle  Watch 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 


On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star," 
Sec.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe, 
and  Sketches  of  Maritime  Life. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shoitly. 

Sala— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  SalAc  Post 
Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (i6S8  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex. 3s.6d. 

Saunders   (John),    Novels   by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman.]  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  I    Sebastian. 


Joan  Merryweather.  Post  Bvo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Gideon's  Rock.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Science-Gossip  for  1889:  An 

Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange 
for  Students  and  Lovers  of  Nature. 
Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.Taylor,  F.L.S.,&c. 
Devoted  to  Geology,  Botany,  Phy- 
siology, Chemistry,  Zoology,  Micros- 
copy, Telescopy,  Physiography,  &c. 
Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  5s.  per  year, 
post  free.  Vols.  I .  to  XIX.  may  be 
had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and  Vols.  XX.  to 
date,  at  5s.  each.  Cases  for  Binding, 
Is.  6d.  each. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

The  Country  of  the  Passicn  Play, 
and  the  Highlands  and  Highlanders 
of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  37  lUusts. 

Walk-o  in  Algiers  and  its  Surround- 
ings.    With  2  Maps  and  16  lUtists. 


••Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.ex.,  Illusts.,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out :  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations; with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  W.  H.Cremer.  soolllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing :  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts, Games.Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew, 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.   200  Illustrations. 


Senior. — By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W. Senior.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s.6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 
toric Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crowa 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Shakespeare: 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  Svo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

The  Lansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's 
Portrait.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

Sharp. — Children  of  To-mor- 
row: A  Novel.  By  William  Sharp. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Sheridan(General). —  Personal 

Memoirs  of  General  P.  H.  Sheridan  : 
The  Romantic  Career  of  a  Great 
Soldier,  told  in  his  Own  Words.  With 
22  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations,  27 
Maps  and  numerous  Facsimiles  of 
Famous  Letters.  Two  Vols,  of  500 
pages  each,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Shelley. — TheCompleteWorks 

in  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.  Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno- 
tated by  R.  Herne  Shepheed.  Five 
Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 
Vol.  I.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol- 
son ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale  ;  TheW.TnderinR  Jew  (the  only  complete 
versio:?)  ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes; 
Alastor,  and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.11.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub- 
lished, instead  of  the  emasculated  "Revolt 
,  of  Islam") ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript);  Swellfoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  Keminsfton) ;  The  Witch  of  Atlas  ; 
Epipsychidion;  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  Shelley  ini824  and  1839;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  i  from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St, 
Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A 
Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt, 
and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

Vol.  n.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley,  and  first  published  in  1840,  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  including-  one  recently 
oiscovered  by  Professor  DOWDEN.  With  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  exhaustive 
Inde.x  of  the  Prose  Works. 

Sheridan : — 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s,  Gd, 

Sheridan's  Co»nedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  10  full-page  Illusts, 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"  Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 


Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.  \_Shortly. 

Cif.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.ea.;  cl.,  ls.6d.ea. 

Ti^e  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader: 
Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his 
own  Works   by   G.  R.  Sims. 

How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.     In  One  Volume. 

Sister  Dora  :  A  Biography.  By 
Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi- 
tion, Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  Svo,  pic- 
ture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley. — A   Match    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by  : 

The  Prince  of  Argol  Is:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  gilt,6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 
With  Illustrations.     Small  Svo,  6s. 

Society     in     London.       By    A 

Foreign  Resident.  Crown  Svo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Society  out  of  Town.     By  A 

Foreign  Resident,  Author  of  "So- 
ciety in  London."  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. IPreparitif;. 

Society  in   Paris:    The   Upper 

Ten  Thousand.  By  Count  PaulVasili. 
Trans,  by  Raphael  Ledos  de  Beau- 
fort. Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.    {^Preparing. 

Somerset.— Songs    of   Adieu. 

By  Lord  Henry  Somerset.  Small 
4to,  Japanese  vellum,  63. 

S pe i g h t"( T7W.)7^ovels  by: 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
33.  6d.;    post  Svo,  illustrated  bds..  2s. 

Wife  or  No  Wife.^  Cr.  Svo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

A  Barren  Title.    Crown  Svo,  cl..  Is.  6d. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Post  Svo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

By  Devious  Ways;  and  A  Barrett 
Title.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 
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Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding.  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex.,  53 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  63. 

Stageland  :  Curious  Habits  and 
Customs  of  its  Inhabitants.  By  Jerome 
K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by 
T.  Bernard  Partridge.  Fcap.  4to, 
illustrated  cover,  3s.  6d. 

Staunton.— Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess.  With  an  Analysis  of  the 
Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by: 

Victorian  Poets.   Thirteenth  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
The  Poets  of  America.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  9s. 

Sterndale. — Tlie  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d, ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Stevenson  (RXouis),  Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Travels    with    a     Donkey    in    the 

Cevennes.    Sixth  Edition.     With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Voyage.      Third   Edition. 

WitbFrontispiece  by  WalterCrane. 

Cr.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Third  Edition. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece. 
The  Merry  Men.     Second  Edition. 
Underwoods:  Poems.     Fourth  Edit. 
Memories  &  Portraits.  Second  Ed. 
Virginibus     Puerisque,     and     other 

Papers.    Fourth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23.  each. 
New  Arabian  Nights.   Tenth  Edition, 
Prince  Otto  :  Sixth  Edition. 

St.  John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bavle  St.  John.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Stoddard.— Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackav.  Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
MERN.  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3a.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 


Strange  Manuscript  (A)  found 

in  a  Copper  Cylinder.  With  19  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul. 
Third  Edition.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 


Strange     Secrets.      Told     by 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  Florence  Mar- 
RYAT,  James  Grant,  A.  CoNAN  Doyle, 
DuTTON  Cook,  and  others.  With  8 
Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert, 
William  Small,  W.  J.  Hennessy, 
&c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s^ 


Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  cf  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  Wm.Hone.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  7s. 6d. 


Suburban      Homes     (The)     of 

London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, and 
House  Accommodation.  VVithMapof 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,7s  6d. 


Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's 
Travels."    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by: 
Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 
of  Algernon   Charles  Swinburne. 
Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
Ataianta  in  Calydon.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Chastelard.     A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  73. 
Poems  and  Ballads.     First  Series. 
Cr.  Svo,  93.     Fcap.  Svo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 
Cr.  Svo,  9s.     Fcap.  Svo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Third  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  Svo, Is. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  Svo,  ICs.Gd. 
Bothwell:  ATragedy.   Cr.Svo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :    An  Essay.    (Sec 
Vol.  II.  of  Geo.  Chapman's  Works.) 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Cr.  Svo,  63. 
Essays  and  Studies.   Crown  Svo,  123. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.     Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,63. 
I       Studies  in  Song.     Crown  8vo,  7s. 
]        Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  83. 
;       Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 
1  Poems.     Crown  Svo,  9s. 

]  ACentury  of  Roundels.  SmalUto,  8s 
I  A  Midsummer  Holiday,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Marino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,63. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  Svo,  63. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Locrine :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  63, 


24 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Symonds. — Wine,  Women,  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.     Small  8vo,  parchment,  63. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)   Three   Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
HoTTEN.   Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts^d. 

Taine's     History    of     ^English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylor's  (Bayard)   Diversion^ 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece  and  lOO  Illust. 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them:  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

The  Playtime  Naturalist.  With  366 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Taylor's      (Tom)      Historical 

Dramas:  "Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown/' "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  *'  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.'' 
One  Vol.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
*j,*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 

rately,  at  l8.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord):  A  Biogra- 
phical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Tiiackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thames. — A  New  Pictorial  His- 
tory of  the  Thames,  from  its  Source 
Downwards.  A  Book  for  all  Boating 
Men  and  for  all  Lovers  of  the  River. 
With  over  300  lUusts.  Post  Svo,  picture 
cover,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.        [Preparing. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels   by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin  Player 


Thomas  (M.).—A  Fight  for  Life: 

A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
Svo.  illustrated  boards.  23. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),Works  by : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner's  Original 
Drawings. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Old  Stories  Re-told. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

TImbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.     With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.     With  nearly  50  Illusts 

Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  I    Marion  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
JohnCaldigate.  |  American  Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.), Novels  by 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope(T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo» 
illustrated  boards,  2s^ 

Trowbridge^Farnell's  Folly : 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Tirgenieff.  —   Stories      from 

Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge- 
NiKFF,  and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  ed.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Tytler  (C7^C"Fraser-)r—  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  23. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.  |  Lady  Bell. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

Buried  Diamonds. 

P®st  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Disappeared.  |  TheHuguenotFaniily 
The    Blackhail    Ghosts:    A   Novel. 
Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

V iflarl.— /TDouble'^ond.  By^L. 

ViLLARi.  Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

VTalford  {Edw.,M.A.),Worksby: 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdoin  (1 889).  Containing  Notices 
of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage, 
Education,  &c.,  of  more  than  12,000 
distinguished  Heads  of  Families, 
their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presump- 
tive, the  OflBces  they  hold  or  have 
held,  their  Town  and  Country  Ad- 
dresses, Clubs,  &c.  Twenty-ninth 
Annual  Edition.    Cloth  gilt,  50s. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1889).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1889). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  ot 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1889).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,c].,ls. 

The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1889).  Containing  List  of  all  Mem- 
bers of  Parliament,  their  Town  and 
Country  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cl.,  Is. 

The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet 
age,  Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1889).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Haunted  London.  ByWALTERTHORN- 
BURY.  Edit,  bv  Edward  Walford, 
M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  VV.  Fairholt, 
F.S.A.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Walton  andCotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  73. 6d. 


Walt    Whitman,   Poems  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand- 
made  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  6s. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Wanderings  In  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich-Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.     By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
TEGG.    With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindlev. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 

The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Hingston.     With  a  Frontispiece. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 
By  Jacob  Larwood.     With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.     Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 
Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688 
to  1S47).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  In  the  South 
Seas.  Bv  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
lUustratea  by  Wallis  Mackav. 
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Warner.— A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of"  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Warrants,  &:c.  :—  j 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An  I 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine  I 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals.  ! 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  | 
the  Origmal,  22  in.  Dy  14  in.   Price  2s.  j 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  , 
Scots.    An  exast  Facsimile,  includ-  | 
ing  the  Signature  of  Queen   Eliza-  ' 
beth,  and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great  , 
Seal.     Beautifully  printed  on  paper  : 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.    Price  2s.  1 
Magna  Charta.      An  exact  Facsimile  | 
ot    the   Original    Document    in   the  ! 
British    Museum,    printed    on    fine  i 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  ■ 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals  1 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 
The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and   Settled  in  this 
Country,    a.d.     1066-7.       With    the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 

and  Colours.    Price  53.  

Wayfarer,  The:  Journal  of  the 
Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  at  in- 
tervals. Price  l3.  The  Numbers  for 
Oct.,  1-886,  Jan.,  May,  and  Oct.,  1887, 
and  Feb.,  1888,  are  now  ready.      


Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 

Svo,  l3. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain;  or,  History  ot 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  HoDDER  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  01 
Marks.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  43.  bd. 

Whist,  —  How    to    Play    Solo 

Whist:  Its  Method  and  Principles 
Explained,  and  its  Practice  Demon- 
strated. With  Illustrative  Specimen 
Hands  in  red  and  black,  and  a  Revised 
and  Augmented  Code  of  Laws.  By 
Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 
Pardon.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

W  hist  ler' sTM  r  .p  T  erTo  "^C I  oc  k . ' ' 

Crown  8yo,  hand-made  and  brown 
paper.  Is. 


Williams  (W.  Mattleu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by: 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 


Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 
Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  Darwinian  and  Allied 
Theories  of  Development.  3rd  ed. 
Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex., with  259  Illusts.,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts.,  Gs. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lusts.    Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

Witch,  Warlock, and  Magician  : 

A  Popular  History  of  Magic  and  Witch- 
craft in  England  and  Scotland.  By 
W.  H.  Davenport  Adams.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  12s.  [Shortly. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays,  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


Wood. — Sabina:  A   Novel.     By 
Lady  Wood.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Wood (H.F.), Detective  Stories: 
The  Passengerfrom  Scotland  Yard. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Woolley. — Rachel  Armstrong; 

or,  Love  and  Theology.  By  Celia 
Parker  Woolley.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
t-rated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the- Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue, 
cr.  Svo.cl.  ex.,7s.  6d.  ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.W.  Fairholt,F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmnnd),  Novels  by  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Land  at  Last.  1  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
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NEW   NOVELS  AT  ALL   LIBRARIES. 


The    Tents    of    Shem.       By  Grant 

Allen.     3  Vols.,  crovvu  8vo. 
Blood-Money,  and  other   Stories.     By 

Charles    Gibbon.      2    Vols.,    crown 

8vo. 
Guilderoy.    By  Ouida,   3  Vols.,  crown 

bvo. 
The  Englishman    of  the  Rue    Cain. 

By  H.  F.   Wood.    Crown  8vo,   cloth 

extra,  6s. 
Romances   of  the    Law.      By    R.  E. 

Francillon.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 


Strange  Secrets.  Told  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald, &c.  With  8  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Doctor  Rameau.  By  Georges  Ohnet. 
Nine  lUusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Children  of  To-morrow.  By  William 
Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Nikanor.  From  the  French  ot  Hkni^y 
Greville.  With  Eight  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.  By 
Hugh  MacColl.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5s. 


THE   PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  8vo,  cloth 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN 
HERRING." 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Philistia. 

For  Maimie'    Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT. 
Ail  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster.  |   Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Wei^y  Weil  Then. 
Herr  Paulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.        I    The  New  Abelard 
Matt.  I    Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  LInne. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Juliets  Guardian.    |    Deceivers  Ever. 


Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6(1.  each. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted   Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The   Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The     Legacy     of 

Cain. 


Antonina- 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 

BY  DUTTON    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY   WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  ? 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE 
Pandurang  Harl. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 

What  will  the  World  Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  DisappearancQ 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR  A.   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  ISAAC  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT 
Thornicroft's  IN/Iodei. 
The  Leaden  Casl<et. 
Self  Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGE  LOW, 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGS  LEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  .=* 
"My  Love!" 
lone. 
Paste n  Carew- 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

7)onna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Qual<er  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels  ,centinued — 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open!  Sesame!       I    Written  in  Fire 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRA  V. 
Life's  Atonement.  I      Coals  of  Flre» 
Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father,      i      Hearts. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
Chance  or  Fate  ? 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.  |  TwoLittleWooden 


Strathmore, 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags 

Idalia. 

Cecil    Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
ADog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa.  [ine. 

Princess  Naprax- 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN 


Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma 

Othmar. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 

berd. 
Walter's  Word. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 


A    Grape   from    a 

Thorn. 
Some      Private 

Views. 
TheCanon'sWard. 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
In    Peril    and    Pri- 
vation. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The     Mystery     of 
Mirbridge. 
BY  E.   C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  |    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |     Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  |     Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 

Singieheart  and  Doubleface. 
The  Jilt. 

Good    Stories    of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Hep  Mother's   Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-party. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.   W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  WheeL 
Guy  Waterman.         |  Two  Dreaniors 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I     Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |     Sebastian. 

BY   T.    W.   SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke, 
BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player 

CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF"  M  EH  A  LAH.- 
Red  Spider. 

BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.    |       Confidences 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow .» 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRAN7  ALLti,M. 
Strange  Stories. 
Fhilistia. 
Babylon. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand> 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 

BY  SHELSlEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT  &  J.   RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With   Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By   Celia's  Arbour 
The  Monks  ®f  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY   WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann     i    Marion  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.      1  Mabel's  Progress 
BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

:3tories  from   Foreign  Novelists. 
BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Saint  Mungo's  City, 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

Lady  Bell.  |    Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.      |      Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Flip. 

Maruja.    |    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras- 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

BY  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 


BY   ROBERT 
The    Shadow    of 

the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  th 


BUCHANAN. 

The  Martyrdont 
of  Madeline, 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 

Matt. 

The  Heirof  Linne 
I  Mine. 


BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 
BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  M  ACL  A  REN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.   ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY    WILKIE   COLLINS. 


Antonma, 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts, 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
WiLKiE  Collins,  continued. 


Miss  OP  Mrs.  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 


The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I   Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 


BY  MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  1  From  Midnight  to 
Transmigration.    |      Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |      Frances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

BY  MONCURE  D.  CONWAY. 
Pine  and  Palm. 

BY   BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The   Prophet  of  the    Great    Smeky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |    Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby 

BY  DICK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter. 
Caught  at  Last ! 

BY  MRS.   ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Point  of  Honour.  I     Archie  Lovell. 
BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia,  I  Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.       I   Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson. 
Polly.  I    Fatal  Zero. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I    Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

BY  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
geth's  Brother's  Wife. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE   FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Capel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


The  Dead  Heart. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 


Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World   Say? 
In  Honour  Bound. 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  PasturesGreen 
Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 
A  Heart's  Problem 

BY    WILLIAM    GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I   James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLIDAY 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Stroma 

ElliceQuentin.         |  Dust. 
Prince  Saroni's  Wife. 
Fortune's  Fool.      I  Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna.        |  Love — or  a  Name. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

BYSIR   ARTHUR   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 
A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned.  |  That  other  Person 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW, 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
BY  R.   ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle 

BY  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

BY  MARY  LIN  SKILL. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 


CHATTO  &>   W INDUS,  PICCADILLY. , 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued — 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord?  |  Paston  Carew. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love."  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

Dear  LadyDlsdain     MissMisanthrope 
The    Waterdale        Donna  Quixote. 

Neighbours.  The   Comet   of   a 

My  Enemy's  Season. 

Daughter.  Maid  of  Athens. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Camiola. 

Linley  Rochford. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY   W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open!   Sesame..     I  Fighting  the  Alp. 
A  Harvester  Wild     Written  in  Fire. 
Oats.  I 

BY  y.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       |      Mr.  Dorlillcn. 

BY  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

BY  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALife'sAtonement  1  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father.       Way  of  the  World. 
Joseph's  Coat.  A    Bit   of   Human 

Coals  of  Fire.  Nature. 

By  theOateof  the     First  Person  Sin- 
Val  Strange  [Sea.        gular. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero.    Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.      1   The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Cast  I  e- 

maine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin.  |  Puck. 
*^olie  Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa.  [ine. 

Princess   Naprax- 
In  a  Winter  City. 


TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village   Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi.  I  Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and 
Pathos. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Marine  Residence. 
Married    Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
Not    Wooed,    but 

Won. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High    Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
Some     Private 

Views. 
From   Exile. 
A    Grape    from    a 

Thorn. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit :  A  Memory. 
The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 
berd. 

APerfectTreasure 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  ClyfTe 

The  FamilyScape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her 

Humorous  Stories 

Gwendoline's  Har- 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 

Like   Father,  Like 
Son. 

BY  C.  L.  PIRKIS, 

Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  IVlystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  |    The  Foreigners 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READS. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to    Mend. 

Hard  Cash.  |    Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Simpleton.  I      A  Woman-Hater. 

Readiana.  |      The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good     Stories     of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 

B  Y  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL, 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

Weird  Stories.     |      Fairy  Water 

The  Uninhabited   House. 

The  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens, 
BY  F.   W.  ROBINSON, 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 


BOQKS   PUBLISHED   BY  CHATTO   &-   WINDUS. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY   W.  CLARK  RUSSELL 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
<nthe  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape- 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 
A  Levantine  Family. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.   |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
joan  Merryweather.  |  The  High  Mills. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Heart  Salvage.     I    Sebastian. 
BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ringo'  Bells.  |  Mary  Jane  Married. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Tales  of  To-day. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
TheGoldenHoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.    |  Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |     Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin  Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPS. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers.l  John  Caldigate 
Tlie  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  F.   ELEANOR   TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.      I  Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  J.T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Darnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer.     |    A  Tram  o  Abroad 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
APieasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
Huckleberry  Finn.  [of  Europe. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Efide's  Pass. I  Buried  Diamonds 
Saint  Mungo's   City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Lady  Bell.      |    Noblesse  Oblige- 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline  |  Disappeared 
The  Huguenot  Family. 

BY  J.  S.   WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

BY  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  CELIA   PARKER  WOOLLEY. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or.Love&Theology. 
BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.     By  Bret 

Harte.  [Ditto. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  ]iy 
A  Day's  Tour.  By  Percv  Fitzgerald. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.  By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
A  Dream  and  a  Forgetting.  By  ditto. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds. 

By  Charles  James. 
Trooping  with  Crows.  ByC.  L.  Pirkis 
The  Professor's  Wife.  By  L.  Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.  By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden   that    Paid  the   Rent 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Curly.  By  John  Coleman.  Illus- 
trated by  J.  C.  Dollman. 
Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  ByE. S.Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  ByE. S. Phelps. 
Our    Sensation    Novel.     Edited    by 

Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  ditto.  [worth. 

That  Girl  in  Black.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad  ?  ByW.MiNTO. 
Bible  Characters.  By  Chas.  Reade. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.  By  G.R.Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live,  By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Wife  or  No  Wife  ?  By  T.  W.  Speight. 


J.  OGDEN   AND  CO.   LIMITED.   PRINTERS.   GREAT  SAFFRON   HILLt  B.C. 
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